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A (Hopefully) Despair-Inducing 


Shopping Trip 


Written by Aspen 


“I trust you have a good reason for dragging me here?” 


А manicured, slender hand flicked in Izuru’s face - miffed, he tore his 
gaze away from the shattered glass underneath his feet and directed it 
towards the hand’s owner. 


“Look at me, Zuzu. Look at те” Junko’s expression was firm, as 
though she was about to give him tragic news. “Zuzu” knew better, 
regarding her with all the interest of a mildly irritated cat. “This is a very 
important trip.” she continued, pulling a fake pair of glasses from her 
pocket and pushing them up her nose. “Keep to me now, we’re going 
to be buddies for the duration of it.” 


“What is... it?” Izuru grimaced as he said this, looking upwards at 
thestormyred sky. Itshouldn’thave been possible, they both knewthat, 
changing the colour of the sky - but that’s why Izuru still stuck around; 
Junko’s ability to cause the change in the sky was just demonstrative 
of her ability to be unpredictable. 


“A bonding trip.” Junko answered, monotone. “| have brought you 
here so we can partake in an activity that suits both of us.” Flinging 
her hands in the air, she beamed at him almost cutely as her voice shot 
up a few octaves – “Clothes shopping!” 


“...Shopping. | presume you mean looting. This place is 
abandoned.” Izuru mumbled, already disinterested. “There is no one 
here to serve us.” 
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He was right; Junko had brought them across cragged roads, 
dismantled buildings, dead bodies with a sprinkling of disintegrated 
livelihoods on the side only to stop at an establishment only she would 
truly enjoy. Izuru turned his nose up at the shopping complex before 
him - almost every glass window pane had been shattered, he noted. 


“Don't be silly, Zuzu.” Junko tweaked his crinkled nose. “Everyone 
is out there, already serving us! Well, me anyway.” She tossed her hair. 
“Spreading despair is all I want from them. While we're here, we can 
serve ourselves! Now come on!” She grabbed hisarm, red talons digging 
demandingly into the black material of his suit. 


Too bored to grumble, Izuru settled with glaring a holein her stupid 
pink pigtails, adorned with various hairclips she had plucked from the 
bodies of her deceased schoolmates on their way here. 


“Well, it's a good thing that we are here, anyway.” Izuru scoffed, “If 
you're going to wear those horrendous hair accessories, you could at 
least wear a decent skirt. | was under the impression that you were the 
Ultimate Fashionista.” 


Junko stalled for just a millisecond before she kept walking, but 
that was enough – enough to tell Izuru what he wanted to know. She 
still hated him. He hated her. So what did she mean, bonding trip? Was 
this some sort of trick? He thought their business was done, now that 
the world was falling around them. 


Junko's eyes were narrowed, but she still marched forward with 
old red eyes in tow - she was pleased, actually, with his little snarky 
comment. In her mind, that was just what she wanted. Of course she 
didn't care about some dumb shopping trip with Izuru. Hell, she didn't 
care about Izuru himself - but, she figured, when he got too bored, 
he would probably go off and leave her behind. Despite Junko's mad 
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ramblings about how she felt nothing but despair, she enjoyed toying 
with whatever poor person just so happened to find themselves in her 
company, and she wasn’t going to let him slip through her fingers just 
yer 


“You know, if the world wasn't ending right now, Га be super 
offended that you weren't offering to buy me some pretty dresses.” Her 
rambling fell on intentionally deaf ears as they stepped over the rubble 
threshold. “I chose the Ultimate Fashionista for a reason. I can't be 
walking around in my new empire looking like trash, you understand. 
We need to find me an outfit befitting of a queen... a Queen of Despai-” 


“So what kind of outfit would that be, then?” 


Junko turned heel to face him, her maliciously sweet grin twitching 
and her hands on her hips. “Don't interrupt me, Zuzu!” 


Izuru looked up and around at the shop entrance she was posing in 
front of. It was one of those pretentious clothes stores, the ones that 
always looked empty because simply nobody could afford anything 
in them, and yet they managed to stay afloat; it didn't look it's best, 
of course. Most of the tacky gold paint had been scratched away, 
peeling in a hilariously comparable way to society and revealing the 
ugly grey stone underneath. There was an elaborate red ballgown on 
a surprisingly untouched manneguin in the window. Not even looters 
had any use for ridiculously serpentine clothes. 


His eyes slowly trailed back to her face, looking far more evil than 
a teen girl should in the slanted red light, cutting through the jagged 
glass and casting a jarring shadow only just noticeable to the naked 
eye. It was fitting for her, he supposed. 


“You were rambling. Just get to the point.” 


“Thank you,” she bowed graciously, mockingly, before jumping 
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back up and twirling into the shop - Izuru followed... purely because ће 
had nothing better to do. “I'm thinking something befitting of a queen, 
but not too overboard, you know?” How specific. She was playing 
games, hm? 


ЕО АО Wale 
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The Ultimate Hope gestured vaguely to а rack filled with satin, silk, 
any kind of skirt imaginable. “Those seem... your style.” 


Junko dawdled over to the metal rack, running her fingers through 
the fabric as though fleetingly inspecting it. Her flair was admirable, 
to an extent - she had succeeded in her plan to push the world into 
despair, and was staying extraordinarily calm despite that. Izuru would 
have assumed she, like anyone else, would be jumping up and down 
in celebration, but instead she was making him her personal shopper. 


“Nah,” she interrupted his thoughts. “I don't like these. They're a bit 
too flashy for me, you know? The bottom half of my outfit can’t be flashy, 
silly Izuru! | need...” she placed a finger on her chin, tilting her body 
comically from side to side as she thought. “Hmm. | need a good pair of 
shoes first, methinks! I'm getting tired of these old clunky things,” she 
waved a stilettoed foot in the air, before lowering it and looking down 
at Izuru's shoes with disdain. “And you could do with new ones too.” 


“I think the shoes are over there,” Izuru sighed. He was looking at 
shelves lining the north wall, cordoned off by plush leather sguares 
to sit on - if the chandelier wasn't in pieces on top of the counter, he 
supposed it might have been a nice place to recline while you were 
babysitting your annoying harbinger of the apocalypse. He watched 
idly while Junko meandered her way over, tipping a rack of blouses 
that she had apparently decided were offensive to her and laughing. 
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“Oh yes,” She kicked off her heeled boots (after laboriously unlacing 
them for a few minutes) and pulled on some flat white shoes, adorned 
with flowery lacing and silver buttons. She pushed both feet towards 
him. “Whaddaya think?” 


“They don't suit you.” Izuru mumbled. “Unless you want to start 
looking like you’re attending a wedding at all times.” He stared up at 
the daunting shoe wall, again untouched for the most part - a lot of 
the more practical things were gone, though, such as boots and most 
of the flat shoes... and some of the high heels having their namesakes 
snapped off. Izuru could imagine what people would want to do with 
those. “These...” He reached up, brushing his fingers over a shelf of 
platform boots, laced up to the knees. “If you’re tired of stilettos, try 
this.” He plucked a pair from the shelf and handed them to her - they 
looked fairly similar to her schoolwear, but the soles were wide and 
thick, givingherthesameamountofextraheight, andthelaces matched 
her hair. 


Junko pulled them on and jumped up, stomping her feet and 
walking in circles around Izuru, much to his chagrin - she eventually 
settled and stood in front of him, pointing accusingly in his face. “No. 
Wrongo. These feel terrible.” 


“Forgive me,” Izuru mocked, pushing her hand away. “What do you 
want to wear, then? If those are so uncomfortable to walk in,” 


Junko snickered. “I thought you were schmart, Zuzu! God, no 
wonder Hope's Peak abandoned you... thats not why I don't like 
them.” 


Izuru’s gaze slowly panned down to the boots, and he stared at her 
legs for a second. 


“You want to wear something calf high,” he stated. 
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“Right! Aww, you totally got it! See,” she flopped back down onto 
the plush seating and raised her legs to him again. “I can't cover up my 
legs too much. Makes me feel claustrophobic, plus Е теапѕ I can’t show 
much skin. | like calf height boots, and nothing longer! Remember that 
next time, ugh.” 


Izuru stared down at her with his arms folded. “I am not taking those 
off of you.” 


meses 


to be a bit more of a gentleman, Kamukura. Go on. Say something nice. 
Say, oh Junko my dear, you would look absolutely ravishing in anything 
you decided to wear!” Her accent dropped into an English one, before 
returning to normal when met with silence as Izuru scanned the walls 
again. “...Соте on! Tell me you love me. Please. Pretty please?” she 
giggled. “Or say something, at least.” 


“That impression of me was awful,” Izuru returned to her with 
another pair of boots, this time flat soled but laced up to the calf like 
she wanted. They were grey patent leather with a wave pattern etched 
into the ankles, and white laces - Junko snatched them from him and 
slipped them on, seemingly satisfied after doing another few rounds 
of his general vicinity. 


“| like it, | like it!” Junko exclaimed. “Wow! You really outdid yourself 
with these, Zuzu. | think I'll keep them,” She fished into her blouse 
pocket and tossed a few notes down on the seat, causing Izuru to raise 
an eyebrow. “What? They can keep the change,” she tittered. 


Izuru followed her to another corner of the shop, debris crunching 
under his feet on the soft carpet, both walked in on their shoes and 
from the general wreckage. He wondered what her deal was; after all, 
Junko hardly did or said anything without a plan, and as frustrating as 
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it was to admit, she was hard to read, too. 


“Pants,” she clicked her fingers suddenly. “I wanna get this skirt off. 
| need pants,” 


“Okay.” Was the response to her expectant expression - 
Izuru stared around the shop again, squinting in the darkness. The 
atmosphere didn’t seem tense somehow, despite everything in sight 
being tinged in ichor - it bored Izuru. The end of the world, and the 
sky chose to turn a predictable red? It was like it had been prepared to 
watch the downfall of humanity for a long time. 


“The end of the world, and the sky had to turn red?” Junko echoed 
his thoughts - he hadn't even realised he was looking out to the sky 
again. “Talk about predictable. Oh! Red pants! | need red pants,” she 
suddenly grabbed his hand and dragged him to another clothing rack, 
this time filled with various kinds of slacks - she shuffled through them 
mindlessly. Yes, mindlessly... what is she thinking about? Eventually, 
she pulled out a pair of black leather pants. 


“.Those are not red,” 


“| know that, obviously!” She wailed, holding them against her legs. 
“| was just checking them out, jeez. What are you, the fashion police?” 


“That is how you're treating me, yes.” 


Junko glared at him, and then her lip trembled. Tears gathered in 
the corners of her eyes and she turned away, hugging the garment to 
her chest. “Y-You're so mean, Zuzu... l'm just trying to have fun...” 


“This... isn't usually your idea of fun. And please stop crying. Your 
crocodile tears bore me so,” he irritably shifted through the clothes 
rack himself, pulling out the same type of pants but in red. He held 
them out to her before faltering. “...Did you not just say you don't like 
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to cover your legs?” 


Junko grabbed them from him. “What? Oh. Yeah, that. That was a 
lie, yaknow? Gotta keep you on your toes, hehe!” 


Izuru grumbled under his breath, staying put as Junko danced away 
behind another rack to change - he swiftly ducked as her skirt came 
flying at him and sighed when she strutted out, now wearing the pants. 
She struck a few generic poses and pouted. 


SO 


“Average,” he turned away, looking towards a line of dresses as 
though they were at all of interest to him. “And it looks strange with your 
school blouse. Change into something more fitting of the rest of your 
outfit and you may look better,” gaze travelling sideways, he pointed at 
racks lining the east walls, tees and blouses nestled neatly, undisturbed. 


“But I like my blouse,” he could hear the pout in her voice, “| think 
it looks nice. The way I accessorise it and stuff really feels like me,” 


“You mean leaving it half unbuttoned with your chest on display? 
Perhaps you should try being a little classier,” Izuru sneered. “It might 
suit your taste.” 


He was getting irritated now. Did Junko really just bring him out 
here to talk about her wardrobe preferences? He didn't bother turning 
to look at her, boredom weighing down his body to the point where he 
could've just fallen asleep. But that would've been boring too. 


The Ultimate Despair wandered over to where he had been pointing 
- she cocked her head slightly, unsure. “I don't think any of these go 
with these pants, Mr Fashion Police, sir. Oh! What about a matching 
leather jacket?” 


“Would you really wear a leather jacket? That doesn’t sound like 
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something you'd enjoy.” 


“Nah, | guess you're right,” Junko rolled her eyes. “| prefer 
breathable on the top half, teehee!” She posed at him rather 
inappropriately, but Izuru only sighed, uninterested in her games. 


“Anyway. You aren't going to change? So аге we done here?” 


Junko ignored him, taking the opportunity to pick at the sequins 
on the blouse that had caught her attention - she examined it carefully, 
tracing her nail along the sewing line. After a few minutes of silence, 
she grinned. 


“| hate sequins,” she stated. “They shouldn’t be used on clothes for 
decoration on their own. That's so tacky,” she guffawed, throwing the 
garment on the ground and pressing the toe of her new shoe into it. She 
twisted as far as she could, dirtying it in pure hatred... Izuru couldn't 
help but feel as though this wasn’t entirely about sequins. 


“Then how do you prefer that people show shine on clothes?” 


“Anything!” Junko cried. “Anything but tiny individual sequins 
stitched in tiny little rows. Gemstones do wonders, yaknow. Heyyy, 
gemstones! | wanna wear more jewellery. Where do you think that’d 
be, Zuzi?” 


“Please do not call me that... | guess those sorts of things would 
be over by the counter, for protection.” 


Junko didn’t stick around to hear the end of his sentence - she was 
off like a shot, walking swiftly over to the wreckage of the counter and 
sniffing around comically. As they neared, a few crystal shaped gems 
dotted the floor from the fallen chandelier. 


“Oh, neat! Jewellery. This'll cost a pretty penny! Too bad they can't 
put yours truly on a coin, huh? They boys would all clamour to have 
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one... and the girls, of course. There's enough Junko and despair for 
everyone! 
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“Bored now,” Junko tossed her hair and stalked away, over towards 
some more blouses - none of them were very... Junko. She picked at 
them disapprovingly before knocking that rack over, too. “Ugh! There's 
nothing good here...” 


“Then perhaps we should go back. It would be wise to check on 
class 77-B, and oversee how they are carrying out the tasks you gave 
them. To be a good leader, you have to be present and ensure everyone 
undertakes their role effectively. Surely you know that, Enoshima... 
Enoshima?” 


Izuru had been wandering towards the exit, lightheartedly 
reprimanding Junko for her lack of leadership skills before he realised 
that she wasn’t following nor could he hear the irritating clucking of her 
tongue that usually came with disapproval over his words. He turned, 
mouth open to ask her what she was doing, but he was met with an 
identical expression as she stared past him into the window display of 
the shop. 


“That,” shepointedtowardsthedressthatlzuruhad picked upon prior 
to their entry. A deep red, lined with lighter pale pink and descending 
over the mannequin in ruffled waves. The material weaved in such a 
way where it implied creeping up the wearer’s body, encapsulating and 
captivating. There was a bow nestled at the front of the abdomen and 
a matching pair of black and white heels propped up in a box next to 
the dummy’s foot. “I wanna wear that! It’s so cool! Sooooo damn cool! 
It’s calling for me...” she walked with her arms outstretched, zombie- 
like, shoving past Izuru harshly and climbing into the window. 


“Yes!” She squealed. “How didn't I see this before? It’s perfect!” She 
threw her newfound shoes at him, before flicking her hand towards 
him again. “Zuzu, close your eyes so I can change. When you open 
them, you'll see an angel. I swear. Promise.” 


Sighing, Izuruturnedaroundtofacetheotherway. Doesn'tchanging 
in a window defeat the purpose of me not looking...?” 


After a few minutes of susurrus from fabric, Junko finally giggled to 
herself. “Yeah, this is good. I'm gonna buy this.” 


Izuru turned around, expecting to be met with something ridiculous 
but... no, she was just wearing the dress. 


“Is that to your liking?” He wasn’t even sure why he asked. It was 
just something to say. 


“Tell me I look nice! You’re so rude.” 


“The dress suits you.” Izuru answered honestly... but he couldn't 
care less. Was she going to go into her killing game dressed like she 
had to be at a ball by 7? Junko was busy pulling her hair into a high 
ponytail. 


“Isn't this just 50000 cute? | bet you're wondering if I'm gonna go 
into the killing game like this. I'm not, obviously. But I am gonna make 
a scene while wearing it.” 


“What kind of scene. ..?” Izuru stepped forward warily, hands raising 
to restrain or stop her from acting on another impulsive chaotic plan 
as she reached into her bodice; she smiled at him sweetly, ever the 
menace and always with the intention to play some kind of trick. 
Slowly, ever so slowly, she pulled out... a lighter. 


“...I thought you didn't like sequins,” he sighed, looking rather tired 
as she flicked it on and off. It glinted in her hand, a pale pink in the 
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heavy red light. 


“This is ап exception, Zuzu!” Shetrilled, wavingitathim. “I’ve always 
wanted to look mega hot while walking away from a huge explosion. 
This might be my, like, only chance.” She began to step away, before 
realisation shot across Izuru’s face and he sprinted after her. 


“Come back here. You'll kill us both!” 
“You'll be fineeee. You're basically a god, right? You'll survive!” 


“Junko, I am not letting you burn this building down! Come back!” 
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The Pop Idol's Dilemma 


Written by Scov 


“Junko!” 


The blonde girl in question had been wandering the halls in search 
of something to cure her boredom, and when she turned around, she 
just saw the thing. Well, just the girl. Eh, both words worked in Junko's 
eyes, Just as long as her boredom got solved. She saw Sayaka Maizono, 
the Ultimate Pop Idol, running full speed down the hall at her. 


“Well well well! Does the infamous pop idol need my help?” Junko 
chuckled, “Puhuhu! Tell me, what services do you reguire?” Sayaka 
stopped in front of her, making sure not to crash into her. Sayaka just 
gave her an odd look for a moment. 


“I won't guestion the infamous thing. Anyways, I need help picking 
out an outfit” Sayaka huffed, shrugging off the prior topic rather 
quickly. Which, Junko wasn’t surprised by. She didn't know many 
people who would ask for someone to say what bad things they did 
to get their title. Well, she could name a couple, but that was all the 
delinguents and idiots who paid their way into the academy. And, she 
could definitely name a few who fit that bill. 


“Oh? For what?” Junko asked, staring at her curiously. It wasn't 
often that Sayaka of all people asked for clothing advice. After all, 
the girl always managed to dress herself just fine. Usually if someone 
wanted advice on clothes, it was a reserve course member, or someone 
trying to get the stick-up-the-ass Taka to wear something with actual 
colour for once, or to get the mechanic from the 79th class to wear 
something with less colour for once. 
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“Killing someone” Sayaka said sarcastically, rolling her eyes, “| 
have a concert coming up, but I don't know what о wear! Can you help 
me? Pretty please?” 


Junko laughed a little, staring down at her. “What do I look like? 
Kuwata? l'm not gonna fall for your puppy eyes!” Junko teased, 
continuing to laugh. And, well, hey, she could never refuse the 
opportunity to poke fun at one of her classmates behind their back. 
And Leon's ever-present desire to land a date with a girl for once was 
her target. Not like he'd know, so she could make whatever comments 
she liked. Granted, maybe telling him would be the next way to cure 
her boredom. He was usually reactive. 


“Junko, стоп, Sayaka huffed, placing a hand on her hip, “ГІ give 
you a free ticket to the concert?” 


Junko shrugged, thinking about it for a moment. While she would 
love to stand here and tease Sayaka, she could do that while picking 
out an outfit for her. So, hey, no harm in agreeing. “Eh, whatevs, I got 
nothing better to do!” She decided, “So! We going to your room or 
what?” 


Sayaka nodded politely. “Mm-hm! Let's go!” Sayaka said, leading 
Junko through the hallway. Junko walked alongside her, rolling. her 
eyes at anyone who stared at the two of them. After all, a model and 
a pop idol walking alongside each other were going to get some 
unwanted looks. Junko kept that in mind for totally-not-blackmailing- 
them-later-on purposes. 


They headed into Sayaka’s room. The first thing that Junko noticed 
was the clothes scattered around the bed, chairs, basically any 
reachable surface besides the floor. Junko sat down on Sayaka’s bed, 
not caring to ask first. She crossed her legs, staring up at her to watch 
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her. “50, what made you wanna come to me instead of one of your lil 
idol friends, hm?” Junko asked, twirling her hair between her fingers, 
a habit she and her sister shared. She didn't really like admitting it, 
seeing as how bland and boring her sister was, but she figured Mukuro 
picked up the habit from her. Junko did kinda wish that, if anything, 
Mukuro would pick up Junko's fashion sense. Or at least her makeup 
ability. Junko would prefer to be bored than get stabbed in the eye 
with mascara again. 


“Ayaka and the others are busy with their own outfits, and calling 
my managers over the phone for fashion isn't the same,” Sayaka 
sighed, starting to sort the clothes a bit so it was less chaotic. Junko 
watched her, rolling her eyes. 


“So I was your third choice?” Junko scoffed, resting her head in the 
palm of her hand. She stared at all the clothes, most if not all of the 
clothes being some shade of pink. If it wasn't pink, it was either white 
or purple, some colour that society had decided was 'feminine' or 
'pure' or whatever the patriarchy loved using these days. Junko didn't 
really bother to keep track. 


“Technically ninth, but yeah!” Sayaka nodded, just making Junko 
scoff again, “Look, just help me out here! I’ve already worn everything 
in my closet, and my fans are gonna want something new!” 


Junko thought for a moment, trying to figure out how to help the 
stubborn idol. Well, maybe not stubborn. Difficult. That was a better 
word. “I dunno. Either borrow shit from my closet-” 


“I doubt you have idol clothing,” Sayaka interrupted, crossing her 
arms. 


“Alright, geez, no need to be such a bitch,” Junko scoffed, rolling 
her eyes. Yep, definitely difficult. “Why not just buy more clothes?” 
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“Can't just walk into a mall and buy idol gear, Junko.” 


“Well, aren't you difficult. Oh well! Makes this more fun for me, 
puhuhu!” 


Sayaka just rolled her eyes. “Look, I need something. I can't just 
show up in my underwear.” 


“I'm sure a lotta men would like that,” Junko chuckled, earning a 
disgusted noise in return. Junko couldn't blame her. “Aaaaalright, well, 
what songs are you singing?” 


“Oh, here.” Sayaka pulled out her phone and opened up a playlist, 
playing samples of th e songs she'd be singing. Mostly sweet love 
songs, which didn't surprise Junko much. Junko was running out of 
ideas here, though. Sayaka didn't want to rewear clothes she had 
already worn, but wouldn't accept anything out of Junko's closet, but 
also refused to go shopping. She was guite the picky girl, that was for 
sure, 


“Alright, well, red and pink’s a good idea,” Junko pointed out, “Just, 
like, not together. Pink and red in the same outfit? Fashion faux pas 
right there.” 


“Thanks, | know that,” Sayaka sighed. 
“Why not ask others for an outfit?” Junko suggested. 
“Didn't I already tell you-” 


“No no, hear me out. You got sweet, romantic songs, right? So, 
a dress would be good. Maybe that one princess foreign. exchange 
student would have something?” Junko suggested, “'Cause, like, 
fairytales and shit.” 


“That-” Sayaka paused for a moment, thinking. After a minute or 
two of consideration, she spoke up. “That...would actually work! I'll 


go find her!” Sayaka jumped up, hugging Junko. “Thanks for the help, 
Junko!” 


Junko laughed, and just returned the hug. “Yeah yeah, whatevs 
girlie! Just don't come whining to me if you change your mind!” She 
laughed. Sayaka pulled away from the hug, smiling. 


“| gotta go ask, but thank you so so so much! I'll get you that ticket 
to my show later!” Sayaka said, hopping up onto her feet, “If you could 
clean up for me that’d be great!” She didn't even let Junko argue before 
running off to go find one of their upperclassmen. 


Junko let out a loud groan. “Yeeeeaaah, I'll get Muks to do this.” 
She stood up, grinning. “Now then! Simp teasing, here I come!” 
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Lights, Cameras, Fashionista! 


Written by Lexxi 


That morning started off the same as any other; Mukuro dreamt 
peacefully on the couch, knowing the hassle that would soon follow. 
It wasn’t that every day being Junko Enoshima’s stylist was, well...the 
worst, really, but it was taxing. The dark circles around Mukuro’s eyes 
were the cost of styling the Ultimate Fashionista. Soon enough the 
alarm on her phone would blast some obnoxiously loud pop music, 
probably from the Ultimate Pop Sensation. These days Junko seemed 
to be on a kick for Sayaka Maizono though to Mukuro this came as no 
surprise. Junko /s all about the spotlight and finding any way to insert 
herself in it. In fact, Junko Enoshima /s the spotlight. If the seventeen 
interviews she attended alone last week weren’t enough to conclude 
that, the several TV hotspots certainly did the trick. 


No matter the day or the hour, Junko always finds ways to keep her 
sister on her toes. Heat coursed through her cheeks the moment her 
eyes peeled open.. “No way! It’s morning already? Again? Oooh, | only 
just barely got seven hours of beauty sleep! | think | need a relaxing 
spa day soon...maybe I can go to the same spa as Sayaka.” Rubbing at 
her eyes, Junko knew what this was truly about: her absolute boredom 
with the world. Or maybe it wasn't that she was bored of the world, 
not exactly...but the world didn't see her. They knew Junko Enoshima, 
the Ultimate Fashionista. There wasn't a moment that Junko didn't 
find herself obsessed with her looks, and some probably even found it 
conceited; if itwas a crime to be that pretty, then so be it. Still...beneath 
those gorgeous, long lashes and eyes caked with eyeliner seemed to 
be another person entirely; a girl who wore her heart on her sleeve. 
A girl who wanted to showcase to the world that not all fashionistas 
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were conceited, only fixated on looking good for the sake of looking 
good; no, Junko wanted to be an inspiration. 


A pair of icy, cool blue eyes greeted herinthe wall mirror's reflection. 
Those eyes stared and wondered when the world would truly see the 
kind of influential person she could be. 4 don't want to be just the 
Ultimate Fashionista. There's more to being Junko Enoshima than that. 
| want to be... want to be talked about everywhere, but not because the 
world is obsessed with me! Even though | wouldn’t blame them if they 
were...l mean, | wouldn't let these good looks go to waste. | know I'm 
worth more than this. The clothes | wear are just a small part of who | 
am. I wear bold and brash colors, studded sunglasses, and strappy high 
heels to make a statement. | want the world to notice me for all that | 
am.” There wasn’t anything wrong with that, right? To want the world 
to absolutely adore her while seeing her as more than just a model face 
on a magazine? 


“I want to be a model. Of course I want to be a model. It’s been my 
dream since I was a child, to have the world in my hands to hold. I want 
to be adored and loved by many. I want to have some of the biggest 
fans!” Junko only felt the dread of misery building up in her chest like 
a thundercloud the longer she looked at the mirror.. No one in the 
world understood her; her fans simply knew her for her bold fashion 
sense. Nobody had any clue what made Junko Enoshima tick, what 
drew out the little crinkles in the corners of her mouth when she really 
smiled. That kind of smile wasn't the type that would be caught on 
cameras; oh no, most of her photoshoots required a series of poses or 
stiff facial expressions. Those typically got the same smile; the one that 
was plastered on for the cameras and flashing lights. 


“Oh, Junko...” She sighed at her own reflection, closing her eyes 
and shaking her head. The loneliness slumbered away inside of 
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her, only occasionally giving way to boredom. “If only someone out 
there understood me. Actually understood me, I mean...l'm having а 
conversation with my own reflection. I don't even have a friend to talk 
to, really. That would be nice. To have friends who actually want to get 
to know me, you know?” 


Outside of the bedroom, Mukuro stood guietly listening to the 
conversation and frowned. There was no indication before that Junko 
ever hated being a model, and that wasn't the impression she got now 
either. No. It seemed that for all the attention in the world that she 
received, the Ultimate Fashionista appeared lonely. All those dazzling 
smiles, batting eyelashes, the charming giggles...she played the role 
guite well, but in the end Junko craved close connections just like 
anyone else. Maybe it wasn't her place to say anything, but it wasn't 
like there was anyone else who nearly spent as much time with her. 


“So...” Mukuro started slowly, tapping her fingers together and 
glancing everywhere except for at Junko's face. 


“So.” Junko didn't sound angry, but she definitely didn't seem 
interested. 


“So...l was thinking about your schedule for today. You're supposed 
to go on another interview this afternoon, and there's a couple of 
conference calls. I think we might have lined up a few new sponsors 
for you. Not that you really need sponsors, but publicity is good for 
building up our brand. Your brand, | mean. You’ve been making waves 
in the media for guite some time now.” 


“Uh-huh, yeah. Sure. I know.” Junko's gaze drifted around the 
room, her eyes focusing anywhere except for Mukuro. Some days 
it was excruciating to face her stylist; there was just something so 
disappointing in knowing that she wasn't feeling all in on this. She 
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knew how important being her stylist was to Mukuro. Then again, 
why should it matter that it is important to her sister? Mukuro hardly 
knew anything about her and it's not like she owes her anything. Sure, 
Mukuro's styling tips and tricks were guite useful but Junko's looks are 
what got them so far. There were thousands of stylists in the world after 
all but only one Junko Enoshima. 


“So I've been thinking, actually...that you've been doing so well 
for yourself, why don't we take the day off? Press pause on all these 
interviews and outrageous PR stunts for a little...getaway. I mean only 
if you want to. |...know these kinds of things can get a little boring 
sometimes.” Mukuro tugged ataloosethread on hersweaterandsighed. 
“I also know I can be a little boring sometimes. It could be fun maybe.” 


“A...getaway!? Are you serious?” Junko couldn't help shouting with 
excitement, her eyes sparkling. “Seriously? 1...1 mean, it’s going to be 
okay if we skip for today, right? I...it's not that | don't want to go for the 
interviews, but...” 


“As your stylist and your public relations manager, I don't see a 
problem with it. My client needs a day off. When’s the last time we got to 
do anything together, anyways? Ever since you became a model things 
have gotten kind of out of hand. I'm not blaming you for that. It’s never 
been your fault. I guess I'll take some of the blame for it. I never really 
considered that you cared aboutanythingelse. Growing up you’d spend 
hours talking about fashion magazines or fantasizing over the perfect 
eyeliner look. Sometimes you’d just spend hours staring at yourself in 
the mirror, twirling your hair around one finger. | guess | just thought 
you were So wrapped up in being the ideal model that you didn’t want... 
things most people do.” Mukuro lowered her head, unable to meet her 
sister's gaze. 


“|...realize now the kind of impression | probably gave you when we 
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were younger. | guess maybe back then! was more concerned about 
being perfect because, well, I don’t know. The world only notices the 
prettiest kinds of people. | know l'm good enough to be noticed for my 
fashion sense, but...l'm a person too. There's more to me than people 
know. Maybe even more than you know. You've always known me to... 
care aboutthe upcoming makeup palette, or getthat expensive leather 
jacket with the spiked studs. | know I'm the type to do retail therapy 
often. Sometimes | get a little lost in my shopping sprees and go over 
the spending limit, so then you kind of make up for it. Spending limits 
are incredibly lame though. | don’t see why | can’t have access to the 
most fashionable clothes whenever I'd like.” 


“Correction, | almost always have to make up for it.” Mukuro teased, 
flicking Junko’s arm before smiling at her. “So there’s more to you than 
just fashion? l'd...like to learn about that side of you. To really get a 
chance to know my sister all over again. Do you want to do that...over 
ice cream maybe?” 


“Ice cream!” Junko shouted excitedly, tapping her shoes together 
while clapping her hands wildly. “It’s been forever since | got ice cream 
with you. Only ifwe’re going to that expensive parlor downtown though- 
and | want strawberry ice cream with whipped cream. | bet you didn’t 
know that’s my favorite. Sometimes | put sour gummy bears on top, or 
| drizzle strawberry flavored syrup on top to make it extra sweet.” 


“So it’s settled then? Ice cream downtown?” Mukuro couldn't hide 
her own amusement and excitement at the idea of spending time with 
Junko. “I was thinking-” 


“Wait! Can we maybe make a detour first? This is more of a request 
| guess except, you know, not really but I’ve been wanting to go to the 
movie theaters forever now. Besides, it’s almost Halloween! Maybe 
you didn't know this about me either. Oh well, who am | kidding? You 
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don't know a single thing about me. I really enjoy horror movies, so if 
you don't mind...” 


“Horror movies?” Mukuro's nose wrinkled in disgust. Horror movies 
were always So incredibly ridiculous and oftentimes quite cheesy. “You 
want to do a horror movie over ice cream? That’s fine | guess, | just 
thought ice cream is something we could both enjoy together, you 
know?” 


“Oh, we can get ice cream on the way to the theater! It would create 
the perfect ambiance. It could be our new tradition. Instead of bringing 
candy to the movies, we can bring ice cream!” Junko clasped her hands 
together, a wide grin spreading across her face. “Don’t you think horror 
movies can be a little fun in the right setting? | love slasher films, the 
kind where the stereotypical character always trips over a rock or a 
twig and inevitably gets caught. Such an overused trope but so classic. 
If I was in a horror movie, I'd definitely be the survivor girl.” The gears 
inside of Junko's brain were starting to turn; something always seemed 
to be missing from horror films, but maybe she could fix that. 


“Junko, don't you think you're getting a little carried away? | 
thought we agreed to just go for some ice cream. A movie 15 fine 
too but...you've got that look in your eye. The опе you always get 
whenever you're up to something.” Mukuro folded her arms over her 
chest while biting her lip. “I thought-” 


“Stop thinking! You're just the stylist...and Рт thinking a horror 
photoshootwould be totally cool! We could use those photos as a way 
to shop around my portfolio. I'm sure I'd land a job right away. Can you 
imagine Junko Enoshima as an actress too? Oh my god, I just had the 
greatest idea...what if I was also the writer? No, no, actually that's too 
much work, but I could pitch the concept idea to you right now!” 


“Junko, would you please-” 


“So here's what I'm thinking: it takes place with a bunch of high 
school kids, you know, people around our age...” 


Junko spent the next four hours talking about her idea for a horror 
movie and despite everything, Mukuro couldn't help but smile. 
Junko's eyes were bright and her smile beamed with happiness at 
actually being Just listened to...and maybe deep down that was all she 
ever needed. Maybe life as a fashionista isn't always about glitz and 
glam but the people who come along for the ride too. 


“About this horror movie...why don't we get started on casting?” 
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A Day with a Diva 


Written by Fox 


Taking inventory of her munitions was one of Mukuro’s daily 
routines. Up in her room, where she also kept her loads of weapons 
and ammunition, she passed the time inspecting her collection. Right 
now she held a grenade close, running her finger along the pin, slowly 
checking it for any defects. It was peaceful. Relaxing. 


At least until her sister roughly kicked the door in. 


If Mukuro were any less composed, she would've jolted, pulled 
the pin, and they'd have had a very messy situation on their hands. 
Thankfully she was unflappable (and also used to these rough 
intrusions), so she instead gently put the explosive down to address 
her sister. “What do you need, Junko?” 


“Just a little help with a personal project of mine... and sadly you're 
the only option available.” Junko pulled out some sort of strange 
looking baton, waving it back and forth. “Do you know what this is?” 


“...No, not really.” 


“Ugh.” In the blink of an eye, Junko whipped out her cell phone and 
popped it on the end of the rod. “How about now?” 


Mukuro sguinted. “Uh... some kind of tripod?” 


Junko pressed her fingers to her forehead and sighed 
melodramatically. “You're such a lost cause. It’s a selfie stick - or 
more accurately, it's a special treat for my oodles of fans! I decided, 
in my infinite generosity, to record a day in the life of the Ultimate 
Fashionista. Inquiring minds will finally get a glimpse at what it’s like 
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She pointed the rod at Mukuro and extended it until it bopped her 
in the chest. “And you're going to edit it for me.” 


The soldier stared down at the tool and, finally, hesitantly plucked 
the phone off the end. “Are you sure this is a good idea?” 


“Do l ever have bad ideas?” 


“I just don't think editing's in my area of expertise...” Mukuro tried 
to explain. 


“Then make it be, duh,” Junko replied dismissively. “It's not like you 
have anything better to do with your time!” 


Mukuro shot a side glance at her personal armory. “...| guess so.” 


Seemingly satisfied, Junko turned on her heel and strutted out the 
door. “See, you get it! I'll be back to see your progress in a couple hours. 
Tata!” 


Once alone, Mukuro just shook her head and left her task to go sit 
at her computer. Plugging Junko’s phone in, she navigated to the most 
recent video file and opened it. A new window spread out on her 
screen, just begging to be played. 


“Well, let’s see what we have to work with.” 


The buffering symbol continuously swirled until finally the 
darkness split and the video played. 


The footage began with a view of Junko herself rising up from 
bed, her normally massive pigtails let loose to flow down her back in 
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a waterfall of hair. She stretched and, without even looking, swept the 
camera off its stand to hold up to her face. 


“Surprised to see me?” she asked, holding up a peace sign to the 
lens. “Or just surprised to see me like this? Come on... even models 
need their beauty sleep.” She shook out her mane before addressing 
the camera. “Listen. Here’s the deal.” 


“You’ve all been such a good little fanbase... good enough to earn 
a little treat. So | decided I'd show you all just how much I appreciate 
you with an exclusive look at a day in the life of me. From sun-up to 
sundown, Ill be showing you juuuust what it's like to be the model of 
models. Starting... with... breakfast.” 


She swiveled, the view shifting as she pulled her legs off the bed... 
and hitthe ground running, the camera bobbing as she jogged through 
her house. 


“Exercising, too! You don’t get this kind of bod without a proper 
regiment, you know? Swimming, jumprope, kickboxing... models have 
a honed routine to keep us looking great. I'll show you more later, but 
personally, | like to start early. | guess that’s what makes me the best 
of the best, riiiight?” 


The scene shifted to her kitchen, a tiled room with an island of 
counters in the middle. “You've got to eat like a model, too,” she 
explained as she retrieved some eggs and apples from the fridge. “No 
Mickey D's, fellas... just nutrient-dense homemade meals. There's still 
so much yummy food you can eat and still keep a slim figure!” 


After breakfast, it was time for the main event of the morning. 
Returning to her bedroom, Junko headed to a set of slated double 
doors and threw them open... 


Пого а о ле те ва s heaven. 
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Inside were rows upon rows of outfits and coat racks that went up to 
the ceiling. An endless medley of skirts and shirts, dresses and shoes, 
underwear and anything else that'd make a cosplayer drool. At the end 
of it all sat a little area like a personal changing room, with a ring of 
mirrors to let the user view themselves from every possible angle. 


“Welcome... to paradise.” 


Junko walked amidst the aisles like an icon parting the sea of 
style, humming to herself. “What did you expect from the Ultimate 
Fashionista? lve got custom tailored outfits from all the top lines... 
and even some custom made pieces. No one knows style better than 
myself, no?” 


Barely even looking, her hands became a blur as they snatched at 
seemingly random items amidst the coathangers. Once they were all 
assembled she had a perfect ensemble of white blouse over long black 
slanted skirt, high heels with stockings, and even a little black beret to 
go with it all. “Voila. Just one of my many masterpieces.” 


Feigning shyness, she pursed her lips and held the outfit over 
herself. “Now I just need to get dressed, and then it's off to start the 
day. Soooorrrrry, no peeking! I don't appreciate you guys THAT much.” 
With a cheeky smirk, she winked at the camera before it went dark. 


When the camera turned back on , Junko was all dressed and in the 
back of her limo. She scoffed at the screen. “I know I promised a look at 
my day, but you're some kind of loser if you want to see my commute 
here.” 


“Besides... the real action is over there.” She stepped out of the car 
and turned the phone towards a glamorous building towering above. 
Even the architecture was fashionable. “I've got a shoot today, and you 
all get front row seats! In fact, I think! can sneak a teensy weensy favor 
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There was asecond video to click after that, and so Mukuro 
did. Like something from television, Junko suited up in a medley 
of exquisite dresses and took to the stage while cameras flashed 
again and again. She posed, emitting a unique energy to each of her 
movements that made it clear she was the star of the show whether 
other models were there or not. When she walked down the runway, it 
was hers and hers alone. 


And just like that, the glamour was over. 


The camera cut back to the first video. A rough jump to the 
parking lot showed Junko casually strutting away from the building, 
the camera angled from the side. “Another busy day...” she sighed, 
running a hand through her hair... and lowering her fingers down to her 
purse. “It’s good to let your hair down after working hard, ya know?” 


As she passed by a row of cars, a flash of steel whipped from her 
hand. She crouched and stabbed a switchblade into someone's front 
tire without even glancing its way. 


Asif nothing happened, she folded it back up and put it away, a hum 
on her lips and a smile on her face as she moved on. A moment later, 
a frustrated cry rang out from behind her as she giggled and flashed a 
peace sign. “Now we can have some real fun.” 


The next cut landed them in a fancy restaurant with their hostess 
once again filling up the screen. “When you make it like me, you always 
dine in style. But even when you're not making the food yourself, you 
still need to be veeeery picky to make sure it adheres to the model 
diet.” 


Slowly, a sinister sneer suddenly spread across her cheeks. 
“Veeeeery picky.” 
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A few dishes returned to the kitchen later and her waitress was at her 
wit's end. Despite it all, she kept her composure... which made Ка the 
more satisfying when Junko put on her most hurt tone. 


“Excuse me?” she said, louder than necessary. “What gives you the 
right to say something like that?!” 


The waitress just looked at her, open-mouthed. “What? | didn't...” 


“Well if that's how you treat your guests, I can find dozens of other 
places that treat their customers right.” 


By then, the head waiter had noticed the commotion and come to 
check it out. Before the server could defend herself, he butted himself 
in between the two ladies. “My sincerest apologies, Miss Enoshima. 
We'll have her replaced before you know it, with someone with more 
decorum.” 


Aghast, the waitress could only watch as Junko winked at her behind 
her boss' back. 


The footage skipped again. The final bit started out simply - Junko 
walking down the street, passing by a few folks down on their luck. 
When they looked up at her, their eyes pleading, she didn't even glance 
in their direction. 


However, when she passed them, she made sure to pull a big stack 
of bills out of her purse and drop them behind her. 


As she kept walking, the people noticed and were guickly vying to 
grab the cash before the others could. Pushing turned into shoving 
which turned into outright violence and shouting as each fought for an 
easy ticket to improving their lives. 


While they brawled, Junko laughed into the screen, angling it 
towards the scuffle. “Giving money for despair... hmmmm... you know, 


that's not a bad idea for a little project Рт working on...” 


Mukuro watched with muted surprise as the tape went on, growing 
worse and worse. Not surprised at the content – she knew how her 
sister worked, and even assisted sometimes. No, it was surprising that 
Junko thought that she could present this to the public. 


She shut it off around the time it just devolved into explosions and 
screams of terror. For a good while, Mukuro rested her cheek in her 
hand, trying to mentally cut and spin what she'd seen into something 
palatable. Even if she were the Ultimate Editor, she didn't think there 
was much hope for anyone approving this shocking new look at their 
idol. 


Fortunately, the door opening a little more normally finally rescued 
her from thinking. “Sooooo?” Junko hummed from the doorway. “Any 
big plans for it yet? Or are you lazier than you look?” 


Mukuro shook her head on both counts. “I think it might be better 
to just scrap this. The first part isn't bad, but the rest... I don't think 
this is salvageable even with editing, Junko.” 


“Whaaaaat?” Junko put her hands on her hips. “ Come on, it can't 
be THAT bad. Do you know how many fans we're letting down if 
you can't handle it?” Though from the twinkle in her eye, the idea of 
disappointing her audience had a certain charm. 


Knowing that, Mukuro pulled Junko's phone from its jack and 
shrugged. “Then let them be sad. A little despair they can deal with, 
but a public relations disaster less so.” 
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Junko took back her phone and sighed, hovering her thumb over 
the little trash can icon by the file. “All that work for nothing... sigh. All 
because my smelly sister isn’t willing to put in the effort.” And yet, 
from the plainness of her tone, it sounded like she’d already expected 
this outcome. Junko sneered wickedly and pulled her thumb back. 
“How awful. Guess I'll just have to keep it all to myself-...” 


By the will of Atua, I was 

able to create the design 

for this swimsuit. Hopefully 

you too will delight in 

Atua's will and seek a 
pair for yourself! 


-Angie Yonaga 
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“Right in the middle of it all, she gave me a compliment though. 
She said that if I didn't slouch so much then maybe girls would like, 
notice my clothes and not focus on my face,” he finished. 


The Ultimate Makeover 


Written by Lance 


Junko twiddled her thumbs as she sat at her desk. Based on what 
she had seen walking into the school that day, she'd analyzed most of 
the scenarios that could play out over the next few minutes. She could 
hear his grumbling and his shambling footsteps as he approached the 
classroom. ‘Five... four... three... two... one...’ Junko counted off in 
her head as a pink haired upperclassman poked his head in the door, 
looking around. 


“Hey, uh, you're Junko Enoshima, right?” The pink-haired, sharp- 
toothed boy asked tentatively as he approached her desk. 


Junko looked at him and smiled. “Sure are, sugar plum! Who are 
you though?” 


The boy shifted his weight back and forth. Junko could tell he was 
nervous. “My name is Kazuichi Soda,” he said, sounding like he was 
almost admitting guilt or something. 


“People call you Kaz?” she asked pointedly. Kazuichi took a look of 
surprise before she continued. “Well, I'm gonna call you Kaz. What can 
| do for you, Kaz?” 


He looked out the window. “Well, this morning I ran into another 
underclassman, Miu Iruma.” Having spotted this earlier, Junko dipped 
her head. She could already predict where this was heading. “When we 
talked, she insulted me a lot which is normal for her.” 


“ Mhm, ” Junko hummed, pulling out her nail file and 
absentmindedly running her nails over it. 


Junko didn’t look up as she continued to pretend to file her nails. 
“| think she said that they wouldn’t notice your ugly face.” 


“Hey! Yeah, that’s what she said but jeez no need to repeat all of 
it,” Kazuichi whined as Junko rolled her eyes. “Look, I’m not saying 
she was right, but | mean, I’m not really... as popular... with girls as | 
want to be, okay?” He put his hands in his pockets and looked down 
kinda sheepishly. “You're like, the Ultimate Fashionista. You can help 
me, right?” 


“I don't know,” Junko finally turned her attention away from what 
she was doing and looked him up and down. “You might be too much 
for me to handle.” She sprung out of her chair and put her hands on 
his shoulders, looking into his pink eyes unblinkingly. “I've never had 
such a large passion project before, but it would be a crying shame if I 
passed this opportunity up.” 


She got a sheet of paper out of her bag and scribbled down her 
address. “Just come to this address after school and we'll get your 
lessons right on schedule.” 


This whirlwind of personality shifts made Kazuichi dazed. 
“A-alright, Ms. Enoshima.” He wandered away and Junko sat back 
down. She was almost salivating at the chance to sink her teeth into 
a raw prospect like Kaz. The teacher came into the room, setting her 
stuff down on the chair. Junko sighed and sat up, ready to pretend to 
pay attention for the day. 
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“Woah! So this is your house?” Kazuichi marveled at the grand 
hall that stood before him. The floors were made of rose marble with 
gold inlays in between each tile, while the walls were painted a muted 
pink. Junko's boots click-clacked against the stone, the noise echoing 
against the high ceilings. She turned to see Soda still marveling at the 
whole room. 


“Yes it is. Now come on! You can gawk at my portrait collection that 
lines the main hallway, okay?” she replied, beckoning him to follow. 
He did and she continued to lead him through the house. They passed 
various rooms as Junko navigated the maze of hallways. 


“What room is that?” Kazuichi gasped as they passed a room where 
the palette shifted to black onyx with silver highlights everywhere. 


“Ah, thats the main kitchen! There's three here but that one is 
definitely the fanciest,” Junko explained. “Up here is the game room! 
There's lots of games here for when Celeste wants to come over and 
push her luck, but she's never been any match for me.” 


Kazuichi followed and peeked inside. The walls were lined with 
board games of all varieties, but the main thing he zeroed in on was 
the flat screen TV and gaming console. “Woah! Is that the Xbrix 3000?” 


“Sure is hon! They sent it to me just begging for me to promote it; 
after all, what would be better for sales among video game players 
than the Ultimate Fashionista playing the same games as them?” 
Junko continued on past the game room after dropping that tidbit. 


They ascended the spiral staircase in the back of the house. “My 
room is up here,” Junko explained. They started climbing the stairs, 
going around and around the central marble pillar. 


Kazuichi soon ran out of breath, and he stopped outside a room 
with the door open. “Is this it?” 
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Junko scowled. “Lookinside.” 


Soda did. The walls were painted an olive drab green and were 
sparsely decorated. The bed, with its camouflage-patterned sheets, 
looked hardly used, while the sleeping bag on the floor next to it looked 
heavily used. “I'm guessing this is your twin sister’s room?” 


“Yep. That’s Mukuro’s room. Thousand-thread count sheets and yet 
she claims that the ground is more comfortable to sleep on. As if!” 
Junko scoffed as she continued to ascend. “Besides, | would never be 
on the second floor. Haven’t you seen Shrek? The princess is in the 
highest room, in the tallest tower. It’s really that simple.” 


Kazuichi simply nodded as they went higher and higher up the stairs, 
preferring to focus on his breathing. 


Finally, Junko stopped. Kazuichi bumped into her back and 
instinctually flinched, almost losing his balance and falling down the 
stairs. He managed to catch himself as Junko turned with a smile on 
her face. “We’re here!” 


Junko spun back around and sauntered through the doorway. “It’s 
not much, but it’s home.” That was a massive understatement: the 
room was massive. The walls were painted a muted pink, decorated 
with all manner of posters, mostly being enlargements of magazine 
covers that she’d been on. A floor to ceiling window was at the end 
of the room, where a sliding glass door led out onto a balcony. In the 
corner was a desk with a rolling chair and a large dressing room style 
makeup mirror. The bed was large with a gold frame and a black and 
white comforter on top. Junko took a running start and jumped onto 
the bed, coming down on her back. “Isn't it just wonderful?” 


“Yeah, it’s really something,” Kazuichi said, looking around. “You 
don’t have to share this with anybody?” 
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“Nope! It’s all mine! Same with the closet and the bathroom!” 
Junko said, sitting up and flashing that cheshire cat grin of hers. “Take 
a seat anywhere!” 


“Um, okay,” Kazuichi said, sounding a tad nervous. Junko picked up 
on this and filed it away for later. He shuffled over to the rolling chair 
and sat down. 


Junko simply studied him for a few moments without saying 
anything. Kazuichi reacted about as well as most thought he would. 
“H-hey! What’s with the silence and the staring?” 


“Oh Kaz, my dear, when the lion sees a juicy gazelle on the 
savannah, she has to stalk it, study its patterns, | ook at all its 
weaknesses, before it pounces,” Junko said unblinkingly. 


Kazuichi laughed nervously. “You're not gonna eat me, r-right?” he 
asked. 


Junko shook her head, pulling a crown out from behind her pillows. 
“Of course not! The gueen would never eat a lowly peasant while he 
sought her help. I am a wise and fair ruler.” 


“H-hey!” Kazuichi protested but Junko waved her hand, ditching 
the crown. 


“Alright, now Рт going to level with you. There are three very 
important things to finding love. The three C's if you will. The first C is 
(ОШ 
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paused. 


“Thosewill all come later, silly. Now, lets take a lookatthose clothes 
of yours. Miu said all your clothes are the same brand?” 


“Yeah.” He stood and turned in a circle. Junko studied him carefully, 
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taking in every detail of his jumpsuit. 


“While Miu might know a little bit about how clothes go together, 
she is god awful at fashion,” Junko concluded. 


Kazuichi tugged at his beanie. “So the yellow jumpsuit /sn't good 
enough?” 


“Nope! But I have just the thing!” Junko went into the closet and 
rummaged around. 


“Girl’s clothes?” Kazuichi asked hesitantly. 


“I'm the Ultimate Fashionista! Of course | have some boy clothes!” 
She turned around and shoved a bunch of outfits into his arms. She 
pointed to the bathroom. “Go change into one of these. We'll just go 
one by one until we find a look for you.” 


Kazuichi looked at the pile skeptically before going into the 
bathroom. Junko heard a zipper and clothes drop before fabric slid 
back on. The door opened and Kazuichi stepped out. “I'm not sure if 
this is really my style.” 


He was wearing a tight fitting Gamba Osaka jersey and knee-length 
matching shorts. A thin, gold chain was around his neck, and his beanie 
was gone. He stuck his hands in his pockets, looking to her for some 
sort of opinion. 


Junko eventually shook her head. “No, that’s too sporty. You’re not 
that type of guy. Next outfit.” 


Kazuichi went back into the bathroom and this time took a little bit 
longer. Finally, however, he stepped out in a radically different outfit. 
This one was a nice-fitting pair of jeans along with a muted green 
t-shirt and a charcoal gray jacket. He had opted to keep the gold chain, 
which seemed to suit the look. 
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Junko gave him alow whistle. “Kaz, you look stunning! How do you 
feel?” 


Kazuichi shuffled his feet a bit and looked away. “M-maybe, but I'm 
not sure. Something just doesn't feel right about it.” 


“Well, fine. Keep it anyways though, it’s a very good look. I’ve got 
plenty to spare. Now, the next outfit on the double!” They went on like 
this for at least an hour more. Kazuichi would change into an outfitand 
then one of them would love it and the other hate it. Junko had to go 
back into her closet several times to find more outfits. 


“This one is just ridiculous!” Kazuichi said, exasperated. “It’s literally 
just a silk bathrobe and pajama pants!” 


“Some people really dig that look!” Junko said half-heartedly, but 
inside she agreed. It really wasn’t his look. What was his look then, if 
not any of these? 


“I may have an idea. Ill be back in a second. Don't change yet.” 
Junko said as she flew out of the room and down the stairs. She barged 
into Mukuro's room without knocking. “Mukuro! I need to raid your 
combat locker or wherever it is you keep your clothes!” 


“Huh?” Mukuro looked up from where she was reading on her bed. 
Junko ignored her and pulled a few things out of Mukuro's metal foot 
locker. 


“Thanks, Mukuro!” She didn't bother to stick around for her 
response, flying back up the stairs. Kazuichi was still standing there 
awkwardly, messing with the bathrobe's tie. “Here, go put this on. | 
think it’s more your speed.” 


Kazuichi shrugged and went back into the bathroom. “Woah! 
This is actually kind of nice!” He stepped back out. It was a plain blue 
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jumpsuit with white stripes running down the sleeves. A backwards 
black baseball cap with white lining completed the look. 


“Yes! I thought you'd like the simple look that goes back to your 
roots. Plus, it’s a nice change from that yellowish green color. I think it 
goes better with your hair as well.” She watched as he looked into the 
mirror, looking over the entire ensemble and striking a few poses. 


“It does look pretty good,” he conceded. “And it does fit my kind of 
style. | even would have enough room to carry stuff around in these 
pockets.” 


Junko's eyes lit up. “It sounds like we have a winner!” she chortled. 
“Just don't forget to wash it before you wear it out. Mukuro's body 
odor is no laughing matter.” 


“Noted.” Soda laughed nervously ashewentbackintothebathroom. 
He came back out wearing his regular jumpsuit and beanie with the 
crumpled up blue one in hand. 


“Alright,” Junko started, sitting forward on the bed. “The next C is 
Confidence. Now, Kaz, you have oodles of confidence, clearly. How else 
would you continue to try to impress Sonia again and again?” She left 
out the failing part but mostly to save his confidence. 


“Well, then why do I need to work on that?” Kazuichi complained, 
sitting back down in the chair. 


“You kinda slouch a lot, silly. Part of confidence is a mindset, but 
the other is projecting it onto yourself. You have to not just talk with 
confidence but walk with confidence.” When Kazuichi still didn't look 
convinced, she sighed and got off the bed. “Look, imagine if | was 
walking down a runway right now.” She stood and started shuffling 
forward, her head down, her shoulders slumped. She threw a weak 
pose, her hand barely resting on her hip. “That doesn't sell! That 
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doesn’t make me the Ultimate Fashionista!” She turned back and 
started over. This time, her movements were sharper, more deliberate, 
but somehow also seemed natural. She kept her back straight and her 
head up, never breaking eye contact with Kazuichi. When she stopped 
in front of him, she threw a pose, this time with all her moxie. “See 
that? You see the difference? That's what I'm talking about.” 


“| see,” Kazuichi said, stroking the small hairs on his chin. 


Junko grabbed him by his armpits and hauled him up. She then 
turned and bounced back onto her bed. “Your turn!” 


Kazuichi started walking rather normally, but Junko put one 
manicured hand up. “No-no, Рт saying you need to do exactly what | 
did. Give me your best model walk.” Kazuichi let out some protests, 
but Junko was firm in what she wanted. She watched as his first 
attempt had him tripping over his own feet, but he did make it to the 
end. “Don’t forget the pose!” He half-heartedly put his hand on his hip. 
“The model walks will continue until your confidence improves,” Junko 
concluded. Kazuichi let out a groan but started all over again. 


For at least 30 minutes, Junko made him repeat the same 10 to 15 
feet of steps, noting every small error. Getting him to do the pose at 
the end was the hardest part. 


“Kaz! Remember! Pop the hip! Hand firmly on your waist! And those 
eyes! They need to be smouldering!” she barked out. Junko stood up 
and put her hands on his shoulders. “You’ve got this. Think about every 
time you've ever wanted to show off a new invention! Think about how 
it feels to Know that you're about to change the world!” 


Kazuichi took a deep breath before looking back with a look of 
determination. “Okay!” He walked back to the starting point and 
started strutting. His walk stayed straight on, one foot in front of the 
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other, all the while never breaking eye contact with Junko. He put his 
hand on his hip and popped it out sharply. For the first time, his pink 
eyes shone with confidence. 


She excitedly clapped her hands as he relaxed his pose. “You’ve 
passed this test!” 


Kazuichi wiped his brow and sat back down in the chair. “That was 
intense. You do that alll the time?” 


“Sure do! In front of tens of photographers and designers too, not 
a classmate,” Junko replied. 


“That sounds pretty intense. You must be really tough to be able to 
stand up to that scrutiny for a job.” 


“I mean, it's just part of my talent. | really don’t worry about what 
people think and honestly? That’s part of being confident too. | just 
go out there and be me. | show off outfits and screw anybody who 
dislikes me. They don’t know me or who | am inside.” Junko paused, 
thinking over his words again. “| guess you sum it up well. Somebody 
like that has to be tough in their own way.” 


Kazuichi stroked his chin. “Yeah. | think you’re a lot tougher than 
you look. That’s pretty cool.” 


“Thanks, Kaz! Speaking of C words, | think you’re ready for the third 
and final C,” Junko exclaimed, winking. 


Kazuichi sat up straighter. “Oh shoot! I've almost made it to my final 
form! What is it?” 


“The final C is Comedy. There’s nothing better than somebody with 
a sense of humor. You have to know how to make somebody laugh.” 
Junko leaned back on her bed, her hands behind her head. “So tell me 
a joke.” 
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“Like, right now?” 
“Yeah, Kaz, like right now.” 


“Uh...” Kazuichi trailed off, looking anywhere but at Junko, trying to 
find something to joke about. “Did you hear the joke about the banana? 
It was very ap-peeling.” 


Junko giggled. “Ok, that was alright. Really though, I’m not the real 
test here.” She flew out of the room, down the stairs, and grabbed 
what she needed. She hauled it back up to her room. Luckily, workouts 
were part of her routine. She tossed the thing on the bed and turned to 
Kazuichi. “I'm an easy laugh, doll. Your real test here is to make Muku 
laugh.” 


Mukuro looked between Kazuichi and Junko in confusion. “Huh?” 


“Let’s get real, Muku: you don’t laugh too easily and that’s perfect. 
Kazuichi needs to be really funny.” 


“| laugh! I don't know what you mean.” Mukuro threw her hands up 
innocence: 


“Laughing when | make a joke doesn’t count as laughing a lot! Now 
we're all gonna sit here and listen to Kaz here do his best material.” She 
shot finger guns at Kazuichi. “Hit it!” 


“Uh, did you ever hear the one about the soldier who missed his 
ex-wife?” Kazuichi asked. 


Mukuro’s eyes narrowed. “No, | haven’t.” 


“He still misses her, but his aim is getting better!” Kazuichi slapped 
his knee, more so trying to spark laughter in Mukuro. Junko giggled, 
but Mukuro stayed quiet. 


“That wasn’t very funny.” Mukuro crossed her arms. 
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Kazuichi rubbed the back of his head and neck. “Wow, tough crowd, 
huh?” He cracked his knuckles. “Guess | need to step up my game then.” 
He flashed a look at Junko that screamed “Ат / doing this right? 


Junko gave him an approving nod and he launched into trying to 
tell any jokes he could. Mukuro tended to respond better to anecdotal 
comedy so he tried to move towards talking about that, especially 
incidents he found funny. Still no dice. 


Junko looked at her sister and then went back to him. Kazuichi 
wasn’t doing that bad- Mukuro was just a bit of an emotionless rock 
with most people. She had to do something or else they would be 
here all day. She snuck her hand behind Mukuro’s back. Her sister was 
currently staring holes into Kazuichi so it wasn't that hard. 


“...and then Teruteru got his hand bitten by Gundham's bear! It was 
awesome!” Kazuichi finished, looking at Mukuro for a laugh. Right at 
that moment, Junko started running her fingertips randomly in the 
small of Mukuro's back, the one place that Junko knew was ticklish. 


“Ahahahahaha!” Mukuro laughed, doubling over as Junko tickled 
her. She fell onto her side, continuing to laugh as Junko never let up 
with her assault. 


Kazuichi beamed. “Finally! I have achieved comedy!” He pumped 
his fist in the air. 


“Yep! You totally did! Now Mukuro can go back to her room.” Junko 
grabbed Mukuro by the wrist before dragging her out of the room, 
shutting the door after leaving her out of the landing outside Junko's 
room. “You did it! You've mastered Junko's three C's! Makeover 
complete!” 


Kazuichi leapt forward and wrapped Junko in a hug. Surprised, 
Junko eventually hugged back, celebrating in their moment of victory. 


The morning air was fairly crisp, indicating the change in season 
that was soon approaching. Junko leaned against the brick wall that 
bordered the main course's campus. She acted like she was checking 
her nails, but in actuality her sharp eyes were looking out for a certain 
pink-haired mechanic. 


Finally the boy in question turned the corner from the dorms. 
“Hey, Kaz!” Junko called out to him. He straightened up and hurried 
his walk. He was wearing the blue jumpsuit and the backwards cap, 
just as Junko had told him to do. He looked different. 


The most different thing was the way he was carrying himself. His 
shoulders were back, keeping himself straight, but in a relaxed, non- 
forced way. His steps were slow but flowing with purpose. His head was 
held high, drawing him up to his full height. His eyes looked brightand 
cheery. 


“Hey, Junko!” he said as he got closer. He gave her a shark-toothed 
smile. “Beautiful morning, isn't it?” 


“It really is. You're looking different.” Junko nodded her head in 
approval. 


“Yeah, and it's all thanks to you!” He smiled. “Thank you again for 
all your help.” 


“Itwas nothing, Kaz. Now go out there and show them who Kazuichi 
Soda really is!” She slapped him on the back and he got a determined 
look on his face. 


“Forward march!” he exclaimed before walking steadily through 
the gates into campus. Junko smiled. Truly the power of the Ultimate 
Fashionista was to be able to give the Ultimate Makeover. 
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A Fashionistas Cosplay Collab 


Written by president-homewrecker 


Junko Enoshima doesn’t do anything she doesn’t want to. 


As someone who gets bored easily, it’s ahard and fast rule that 
she doesn’t accept any shoot or invitation that doesn’t impress her 
first. Even if it barely manages to pique her interest, she'll usually 
accept, if only for something to do. 


So looking back, maybe her system needs to be tweaked, just a 
little: 


Junko and Tsumugi Shirogane don’t usually cross paths. Yes, they 
get lumped together in interviews and Hope’s Peak’s promotional 
material since they both specialize in clothes, but that’s usually the 
extent of their interactions. In fact, Tsumugi is usually a footnote, an 
extra body to fill out the frame, a plain canvas for Junko’s eye-catching 
flair to enhance. 


Even then, it’s not like they talk. Or at least they usually didn’t. 
However, last time they were featured in an advertisement, Tsumugi 
asked if Junkowouldlend a hand with herlatest cosplay, and somewhat 
intrigued, Junko agreed. 


They haven't even started and Junko's already regretting it. 


Junko lets herself into Tsumugi’s dorm. The door is cracked, held 
open with a thick blazer hanging from the doorknob. She has to put a 
little muscle into it since the door doesn’t immediately give, and she 
discovers why when a witch’s broom falls and nearly thunks her head. 


To call the room a disaster would be nothing short of an 
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understatement. Junko doesn’t particularly care about keeping her 
room clean, but even for her, the mess is overkill. It’s like Tsumugi 
crossed over the line of “too lazy to care” and has settled firmly in the 
territory of “artfully, purposefully messy.” 


Clothes hang from every available surface. Doors, dressers, chairs, 
mannequins, even the curtains. That’s nothing to say of the sheer 
amount of end tables, stacked high with shoeboxes of trinkets and 
accessories, binders and notebooks. Reference photos of characters 
have breached containment, spilling off of their assigned corkboard 
and onto the other walls. They hang by nothing more than scraps of 
tape—and not well, ifthe pile of fallen papers slumped against the walls 
is anything to go by. A discarded pile of fabrics sits by the door, pushed 
slightly out of the way by Junko’s entrance. 


Hifumi is standing awkwardly amidst the chaos while Tsumugi flits 
around him like a manic cosplay fairy. She has a pincushion on each 
wrist and her hair is tied into a frayed knot on top of her head. Flyaway 
hairs split off in every direction to the point where there might be more 
hair falling out of her bun than in it. 


Junko and Hifumi make eye contact, but she offers no greeting. 
Sure, they're in the same class and junk, but it’s not like they're pals 
or anything. She turns her attention to her nails, noting the chipping 
paint on her ring finger. 


Hifumi clears his throat, subtly nodding in Junko’s direction, and 
Tsumugi spins, beaming as if she just noticed Junko’s presence. “Ah, 
Junko! You're just in time!” 


“And here | thought | was aiming for fashionably late.” Junko folds 
her arms, her gaze straying to the mannequin behind Tsumugi. 


Tsumugi smiles, like she either doesn't get the joke or just didn't 
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find it funny. “Nope! You came just when | needed you!” 


The mannequin sits in the midst of the chaos, settled in the peaceful 
eye of a clothing tornado. It’s nothing much, just a soft pink sundress 
with a brown belt. 


Maybe the surrounding mess isn't a tornado so much as it is a 
spiderweb, all the disparate parts painstakingly connected. Along scarf 
hangs between the mannequin and a nearby chair, which is piled high 
with matching shrugs and blazers. It all fans out and out, and Junko 
would almost be impressed if the whole thing didn’t make her eyes 
glaze over in boredom. 


“Well, Рт here,” she says, stepping over a pair of star-patterned 
leggings. “So we might as well get to it.” 


“You're exactly right!” Tsumugi dashes over to a table piled high 
with fabrics and accessories, removing a binder precariously tucked 
under a stackof what might be textbooks. “I've compiled a collection of 
preliminary sketches, but what I have on the manneguin should work 
as a base no matter what!” Tsumugi flips through the pages, showing 
rough sketch after rough sketch, all with different designs and wildly 
distinct aesthetics. 


Junko nods along, wishing she hadn't used up the last of her gum 
earlier this morning. It would at least give her something to do. “Don't 
you usually have, like, a character to work from?” 


“Usually, yes, but this is a particular challenge I’ve set for myself!” 
Tsumugi turns the binder back to the first page, presenting to Junko 
and Hifumi what must be her reference image. 


The character that greets Junko is a pastel-colored horse with giant 
anime eyes and far too much glitter. However, the standout thing is 
that the horse isn't wearing anything more than an egually pastel and 
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glittery scarf. Ergo, no fashion for Junko to work off of. So thats what 
Tsumugi meant by challenge. 


“ Sugar Sugar Equine Friends,” Hifumi notes. Though from the sound 
ofthattitle,therealchallengemightbefor Junkotostayawake.“Though 
a little passe, considering the prime of the fandom was years ago. 
Adapting a design wouldstill be a fine rite of passage for any cosplayer.” 


It takes everything in Junko notto roll her eyes right out of her head. 
He can't be serious, can he? Isn't that show for little girls? 


“Which is exactly why I've called you both here!” Tsumugi chirps. 
She points dramatically at Junko, all but confirming what a slog the 
next hour is going to be. “Junko to keep things fashionable...” She then 
points to Hifumi. “And Hifumi to keep things character accurate!” 


Junko can think of about one thousand better uses of her Ultimate 
talent, but she did agree to be here so she can't walk out... yet. 


“So what's the vibe you're going for?” Junko casts another glance 
down at the character in guestion. “Is it, like, gothic Lolita, dark 
academia, kawaii...” 


“Well, the thing is, I'm not quite sure yet!” Tsumugi says. She sounds 
way too happy for someone that has that much work ahead of them, 
especiallyforsomeonethat's dragging Junko along for the tedious ride. 
“Lolita is a very common style to use when making Sugarbell Star, but 
Га like something that represents her character but still goes off the 
beaten path.” 


The character’s name is Sugarbell Star. Junko runs her tongue over 
herfrontteeth, just to make sure she didn’t get any cavities from hearing 
that. 


Hifumi hums in thought, pausing to adjust his glasses. “A modern 
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chic look might help you blend into a crowd better, but it would only 
work ifyouhad some sort of standout accessory. Aclassic fantasy outfit, 
on the other hand, would immediately stand out and better carry the 
high fantasy elements the show can offer.” 


Once again, he’s talking about a show for little girls. Junko is the 
only one who recognizes the absurdity, because Tsumugi is nodding 
along, her brows drawn in thought. 


“What do you think, Junko? Could we add some fashionista flair to 
a design kind of like this?” Tsumugi hastily flips to one of the middle 
pages, one that depicts the character in a fantasy outfit caught 
between a peasant dress and battle armor. 


Junko raises an eyebrow. “DnD chic, huh?” While it’s not her forte 
by any means, she’d have no problem putting together something that 
looked good if they needed her to. She taps her nail against the page. 
“Have the belt sit a little higher on her hips. It'll cinch the waist.” 


“That won't be able to support even a prop,” Hifumi points out. 
“Letalone any adapted version of the custom saddlebags they wear 
in the adventure arc of season three.” 


“Then shorten the skirt, put a slit up one side, and change the belt 
to one with an additional thigh strap with more support, duh.” Junko 
leaves no room for argument, and not for lack of trying on Hifumi's 
part. 


Tsumugi is grinning so wide it has to hurt, the light in her eyes less 
like a star and more like a supernova. It’s like when she gets struck with 
an idea in the middle of a shoot, her fingers twitching with the urge to 
spontaneously create. “That just might work!” 


Of course it was going to work. Junko's the expert, after all. 
Somehow the lack of faith is more insulting than calling her here in 
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the first place. 


“But Sugarbell would never wear something so scandalous!” Hifumi 
argues. “In season two, episode eleven, she explicitly states that she 
won't dress how others want her to, which I think in this case applies 
to risqué fashion choices.” 


Junko bites back a laugh. Did she really get called in here to listen 
to Hifumi of all people tell her she was wrong about fashion? Still, 
she always enjoys a good challenge. “Then give her spandex shorts 
underneath that match the top of the dress, and make the skirt a 
different color to match the armor.” 


Tsumugi gasps. “That’s incredible, Junko! I'll be able to work in 
all the character's base colors that way! I might even have room for 
accessories!” 


She turns back to her mannequin with newfound determination, 
producing a pair of fabric scissors from her skirt pocket, and gets to 
work. 


Junko, meanwhile, locates the nearest chair, dumping the growing 
pile of blazers to make room to sit, and spends the next fifteen minutes 
mindlessly scrolling social media. If she Knew this was going to be the 
way she spent her afternoon, she would've skipped all the fanfare 
and just found the nearest blank wall to stare at. 


While Hifumi puts up a fight about the slit in the dress, he doesn't 
seem to have any of that fight as they go about selecting the armor 
pieces. Then again, Junko doesn't have much advice to spare in that 
department, except for that the shoulder armor is going to make 
Tsumugi look way too boxy if she doesn't change how they curve. Much 
to her dismay, Hifumi doesn't fight her on that, but that doesn't mean 
she can't intentionally poke the bear. She has to have fun somehow. 
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The thing about Tsumugi is that she’s very easy to gas up. Sure, 
she loves to act like she’s all shy and junk, but give her more than a 
thimble full of enthusiasm and she’s bouncing off the walls. And if 
Junko has to make her own fun, then she has the perfect means to do 
SO. 


“| think Sugarbell should get a sword!” Junko blurts. 


Tsumugi's eyes go wide. Junko can practically see the gears turning 
in her head. Countdown to fangirl explosion in 3... 2... “I think that’s a 
great idea! Taking the idea of Friendship Warriors to the new extreme!” 


Even better, Hifumi looks nothing short of betrayed at this 
suggestion. Junko fights to keep her smile from backsliding into a 
sneer, trying to keep up the innocent smile of someone just oh-so 
happy to be here. 


“B-But the Friendship Warriors never fight anyone!” Hifumi says. 
He tilts his head to the side, mumbling under his breath, “unless you 
count them fighting with friendship, | suppose. But Sugarbell would 
never carry a weapon!” 


“Maybe it’s a friendship sword,” Junko says simply. Her composure 
almost cracks when she sees how aghast Hifumi looks, as if giving a 
dumb cartoon horse a sword is nothing short of blasphemy. 


The best part is that Tsumugi is already on board. Consider her 
successfully gassed up. “It could even have her Soul Wishes as the 
hilt pattern!” Tsumugi suddenly pauses, lost in her own thoughts. “But 
would she be afighter or a warlock? Well, maybe she could dual-class!” 


Junko smiles, pretending like she knows what any of that means. 
“Yeah, awesome!” 


Much to Hifumi’s chagrin, the sword stays. Tsumugi has to fish a 


president-homewrecker 8 


proper sheath from the piles upon piles of accessories, but the rich 
chocolate brown matches well with the pink of the dress, and because 
of Junko’s earlier belt suggestion, there are no worries about it being 
too heavy. 


They continue on through every frill and ribbon with the same level 
of thoroughness. The only thing keeping Junko from falling asleep on 
the spot is seeing just how much she can get away with changing. 


It's almost a game now, a test to see how far she can push. Junko 
doesn't know anything about. Sugar Sugar Something or Other, but 
that just makes her suggestions seem less targeted. It’s a guessing 
game, but it's not like Hifumi makes it hard for her. 


In fact, he lets her know exactly when she’s pushed the right 
button, because he looks at her like she just ran over his dog. 


And it’s not like Tsumugi gives her every victory, but she does get 
away with thigh-high stockings—too risqué/—and a series of hairpins 
designed after some of the enemies from later seasons—her rivals 
represent the dark inverse of her morals, so she would never willingly 
wear something that reminds her of them!—so she’s pretty happy 
overall. 


They're slowly but surely making their way through the outfit, and 
for all of Junko’s tampering, she really is enjoying the look they’re 
creating. She is the Ultimate Fashionista after all, and any outfit less 
than stunning would reflect badly on her reputation. 


Only a supply shortage is enough to slow their progress to a stop. 


“| can't seem to find my safety pins anywhere,” Tsumugi muses. 
In the meantime, she somehow manages to produce another pair 
of fabric scissors, two coiled tape measurers, and another pincushion 
from her pockets. 
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Junko fights back the urge to comment that it might be easier to 
find if everything wasn’t so trying-too-hard messy. After all, Hifumi is 
way more fun to make mad. 


Tsumugi paces around the small open space beside her bed, 
mumbling just loud enough that Junko can overhear. “| think Kirumi 
might have some—but is she in her room? | suppose it can’t hurt to 
check. I'll be right back.” 


Junko doesn’t realize that last part is addressed to her until the door 
thunks shut against the makeshift doorstop. Tsumugi’s footsteps retreat 
into silence, and an angry gaze settles against Junko’s shoulders. 


“I know what you're doing,” Hifumi says, his voice low and flat. If 
Junko didn't know better, she'd say he was trying to be threatening. 


Junko uncrosses and re-crosses her legs, her lips guivering as she 
fights back a laugh. Yeah, she'd been aggravating him, but for him to 
think its worthy of confrontation... “And whatis that?” 


“You're seeking to ruin the sacred art of adaptive cosplay!” 


Junkoonlyshrugs.“l'mjustheretomakesurethingslookfashionable. 
Nothing against you or your bad taste, mkay?” 


Her lack of a reaction only riles him up more. “You're showing no 
respect to canon!” 


She allows herself a little snicker as she inspects her nails again. 
The chip on her ring finger is still there, and she's trying to decide if it's 
worth a fresh coat yet. “It’s a cartoon pony, my dude. No need to start 
World War Three.” 


Hifumi wants to say more. Even watching him from the corner 
of her eye, she's able to tell as much, but any further complaints are 
cut off when Tsumugi returns, safety pins victoriously clutched in her 
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hands. For whatever reason, this isn’t an argument he wants to have in 
front of Tsumugi. 


She doesn’t even take notice of the lingering tension, happily 
pinning together swaths of fabric for makeshift sleeves. To keep the 
character’s sweet and feminine nature, the sleeves are going to be 
belled and patterned with candy. Junko had been rallying for no bell 
shape and no pattern, but it was one of the few power struggles she’d 
lost to Hifumi. 


Hifumi offers no additional comments as Tsumugi works. She isn't 
doing much, just fussing so the rest of the prototype is in place. She 
plans to do the heavy-duty sewing tonight, so right now she’s just trying 
to get the colors and the vibes right. 


The way her hands move with practiced ease, fluidly pinning things 
into place without ever once poking herself should be entertaining to 
watch, but unfortunately there’s a giant sad sack in Junko’s periphery. 


Hifumi’s shoulders are slumped, his eyes averted. God, he’s pouting. 
Could he really only put up a fight for that long? He won't even look at 
the mannequin anymore, asifthe sight of what it’s become is upsetting. 


Tsumugi hums in thought. She almost puts the box of safety pins on 
the nearest surface, but realizing she'd probably never see them again, 
she settles for slipping them into her skirt pocket. 


“Would an adventurer's cape tie this ensemble together?” she 
asks. She's doing that weird half-whisper thing she does, where Junko 
can't tell if she’s actually expecting an answer. After a beat of silence, 
she turns around. “What do you think, Hifumi? Junko?” 


Junko waits for Hifumi to speak first, waiting for his answer so she 
can contradict it and hopefully ignite that fighting spirit, but no such 
thing happens. 
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“Yeah. What Junko said,” ће mutters. 
Tsumugi frowns. “But Junko hasn't said anything yet.” 


Hifumi offers no response more than a languid shrug of his 
shoulders, his gaze now turned to his feet. 


It’s finally starting to hit Junko how much this character means to 
him. 


While Junko loves to mess with people, she also is keenly aware of 
how far is too far. Usually she doesn't care and does what she wants 
regardless, but guilt has never been something she's handled well. It's 
just rare enough to strike deep whenever it rears its ugly head, and 
today it looks especially hideous. 


“A shorter one might be nice,” Junko says. She knocks Hifumi's 
ankle with the heel of her boot, snapping him only halfway out of his 
daze. “What do you think, Hifumi?” 


He glances up, unableto school the pure shock out of his expression. 
It takes him a moment to realize that this is an olive branch. 


“Perhaps something with a thicker collar, so it looks more like her 
signature scarf,” Hifumi says cautiously. He spares another glance at 
Junko, his eyes bugging when she nods encouragingly. 


“Think we could put the patterns around the hem of the cape 
instead? Since the shoulders of the cape cut so close to her sleeves 
anyway,” Junko suggests. “It’s bad news to draw too much attention 
away from the body and hands, especially if she’s gonna have those 
cool gloves you mentioned.” 


Hifumi blinks, the faintest hint of a smile coming to his lips. Is 
it really that surprising that she has the capacity to be nice? Well, 
probably, but he doesn’t have to look so surprised about it! “Yeah, 
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that could work!” 


“That sounds lovely!” Tsumugi cries. “And it would be just the 
centerpiece to make this cosplay my own!” 


Junko can't help herself. Despite trying so hard to play it cool, she 
finds herself getting swept up in the excitement. “Not to mention that 
it would look totally great flowing in the wind!” 


“A photoshoot is a must with that ensemble,” Hifumi agrees. 


“This is going to look amazing!” Tsumugi scrambles for her fabric 
table, hastily unwinding a bolt of dark brown fabric. “Oh, I Knew it was 
the right decision to call you both in! I never could've come up with 
something this perfect on my own!” 


“Well, it's a group effort, right?” Junko knocks Hifumi's ankle again, 
but this time there's alightheartedness to it that wasn’t present before, 
emphasized only when they share a smile. 


“Right. Exactly.” 
Junko doesn’t do anything she doesn’t want to. 


And as corny as it sounds, right now, there’s nothing else she’d 
rather be doing. 
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Shopping For Despair 


Written by Cass 


“Ehhhhhh?” Junko Enoshima leans on the chair she's in, the 
wheels rolling her forward a few inches. Folding one leg on top of the 
other, she smirks. “Why should I help you, Shirogane-san? Рт a very 
busy lady, you know.” Placing the knuckles of her fingers under her 
chin, she frowns when Tsumugi sighs. 


“Well, the answer is plain simple.” Standing with a stack of papers 
against herchest, the blue-eyed girldoesn’t hesitate. “As the head writer 
of Danganronpa! need to get the script done to be checked and revised, 
but recently Гуе come across a... fork in the road. If | don't keep ир my 
daily quota the whole season will be postponed for at least another 
two or three months. This is in your best interest as the director of the 
Show.” 


Glancing around her office floor full of design patterns, paperwork, 
and employees, Junko groans. “It’s not like | have anything better to 
do... but first... can | have a favor?” Perking up, she almost knocks 
over a desk. Tsumugi tries not to react but her hold on the paperwork 
loosens. “If you want me to help, you’ll have to come to the mall with 
шевеве 


“Wha-!? We can't do that!” Tsumugi protests, her face resembling 
disgust. “We have to stay at our designated facility for the last month 
or two before the show starts!!” 


“Well, that's wrong!” Junko says, knowing the other girl is most 
likely imagining a class trial. Tsumugi has to have a Danganronpa 
mindset all day for her to be productive. “If it’s for business, Рт sure 
the director- me- would let it slide today. I actually own this building, 
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you know. Not just the people working here.” 

“But who will-” 

“Im the Ultimate Analyst, remember? It'll be fiiiine!!” The 
strawberry blonde drawls in response.Junko winks and walks around 
the desk before, nudging Tsumugi’s arm. One of the papers she holds 
falls. It’s blank. 


She could feel her professionalism caving in around Enoshima even 
though she’s the blue-haired girl’s superior. 


A smile barely concealed, Tsumugi mutters, “I suppose а few hours 
(ОШ Ent? 


In any public space the attention is always on them. They аге the 
stars of this murder-obsessed world. Saying the Junko Enoshima 
is slacking off and the Tsumugi Shirogane has writer's block? Not 
possible. 


While we're here... might as well have a peek into each others 
worlds. 


“Enoshima Bliss?' We're really going to find clothes from YOUR 
brand??” Tsumugi's brows furrow, utterly dumbfounded by the 
narcissistic taste of her boss. 


“Of course!!” Junko practically yells in response, steppinginsidethe 
store. “Having me check on my own customers proves how devoted | 
am despite my already well-paid job.” 


"Or maybe you're just greedy-” Tsumugi stops herself, looking 
around. Her mouth opens again but she doesn't say anything. 
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The clothes were in neat sections and categorized by aesthetic. 
There seemed to be something for everyone from pixel pattern game- 
like clothing to cutting-edge designer dresses. The part Tsumugi's 
looking at, though, is in the back left corner of the large, colourful 
Sol 


“There’s a whole part of this place dedicated to Danganronpal!?!” 
She squeals, pushing past a few shaken people to getthere. She passes 
a gothic part of the store,and slows for a moment, glancing around the 
isle she's in. Junko јов5 next to her and Tsumugi starts picking up the 
pace again. It isn’t the time to be having fun. 


“How many times am I gonna have to explain myself!?” Junko rolls 
her eyes as they cross under a large sign with the word “Danganronpa” 
on it. “I work as the director of Team Danganronpa, but I also own 
and design for my fashion company, Enoshima Bliss. When I opened 
the first one, my brand was about giving people something to wear in 
Enoshima, considering it wouldn't be hard to upgrade people's style..” 
As they slow to a walk she starts to rant. “In fact, you could use one of 
my latest lines for your look, Shirogane-san,” She adds as the two stop 
near accessories. Tsumugi gives her a rude glance along with a ‘hmph!’ 
as she observes the pieces in front of her. 


After a few minutes of observation without comment on the same 
headbands, hairpins, and hats, Junko gets impatient. “Well? What do 
you think..?” She sighs, her voice heavy. “Do you... not like it? That’s 
500000 despairing...” 


“Oh, stop it.” Tsumugi picks up a grey mouse headband and hands 
itto the other. “It's plainly obvious thatyour multiple personalities are 
fabricated like how Makoto Naegi's optimism disappeared every time 
we took him out of the simulation.” Placing the headband in front of 
her pigtails, Enoshima grabs Tsumugi's shoulders and turns her to face 
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her. 


Perking up, she sgueaks, “You caught me!!! Do you know who this 
is based off of??” 


“Oh, this one is hard!!” She puts a finger on her lips as Junko steps 
back to pose with her hands under her chin like a cat. After a few seconds 
of thinking Shirogane points her finger in the air. “There was the 
student in 32 with buns but that would be more of a wig. This is a wild 
guess but... maybe one of the hamsters from 2? The Ultimate Breeder 
had them and that season was particularly popular.” 


Gasping with fake shock, Junko lets one of her hands rest at her side 
while the other covers her mouth. Her eyes wide, she exclaims, “In the 
first try??!? That’s an Ultimate for you!!” Junko cackles and Tsumugi 
laughs too, although her attention drifted back to the rack in front of 
them. Junko tries to follow her eyes but they seem glazed over. Lost in 
thought, perhaps? Oh well. I'll go to the cashier and make a complaint 
about these. I don't even remember making them. They're just simple 
grey circles forced onto a headband! She reaches to take the ears off 
and pulls at the end. 


A ripping sound fills the air. Tsumugi faces her, tilting her head in 
both confusion and realization. 


“Enoshima-san, those aren't your designs, are they?” 


“Obviously not!!” She practically yells in response, staring at the 
torn ear in front of her. Tsumugi’s ogling, too. “I would never make or 
use something so cheap and cliche!” Throwing the fabric on the floor, 
shecontinues. “Whowouldwantsomethingasuglyand—” Junko’s about 
to step on it when Tsumugi practically screeches. 


idea!!!” 
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No one сате to ask if someone was hurt or anything but that's just 
how this world is. So instead of thinking something's wrong with the 
girl, Junko's face only shows curiosity. 


“What is it???” Picking up the headband, she puts it back despite 
the flaws. She'll deal with it later. “What chapter is it for??” 


Practically bear-hugging the blue-eyed blonde, Tsumugi says, 
“Chapter one! This makes only chapter five left empty and chapter six 
could bemadein aflash!!” Feeling Junko trying to рее! her off, Tsumugi 
backs away and straightens her glasses. “Someone could get hit by a 
shot put ball, as if they were a part of one of those um- what are they 
called?- oh! Rube Goldberg machines. There could be two of them, just 
in case one fails... or maybe two different students made two different 
traps!” Pacing around Junko, Shirogane should be smiling at the idea 
but she isn’t. In fact, she looks as if she were planning to kill someone 
herself, which she kind of is. 


“You're a genius, Shirogane-san!” Enoshima slaps her on the back, 
almost causing the cosplayer to fall. “How about we do something 
different for chapter five?” 


Rubbing her head in a way that would make someone think she hit 
it, Tsumugi nods. 


Tsumugi had picked up a pile of clothes for the other to try on and 
vice versa, so the girls were now waiting in line to change. With this 
being her store Junko knows what the changing rooms look like. 


“They're as plainas you!” Shejokes. Tsumugi smiles despite it. “Four 
sides with lavender walls, oak flooring, and doors to the six rooms! A 
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mirror in the back that isn’t quite large enough to be a wall, but 
not small enough to just be a full-length mirror for one person. It’s 
pretty simple despite all... this.” Junko gestures around the store, with 
its colorfully painted walls sticking out in odd places and decorations 
every which way. 


There were even different tiles and lights for different parts of the 
place. No wonder it was able to get into multiple fashion magazines. 


“Huh, | wonder how this is going to help me write though...” 
“What?” 
“Well, it’s just that this seems more like it's for fun than for work...” 


Junko rolls her eyes. “Duh! You probably have a ton of vacation days 
saved anyway.” 


“The reason I asked you was so that you could help me cure my...” 
Junko knows Tsumugi can't accept she has writer’s block. It’s not 
something she's used to or thinks she should have as one of the most 
popular screenwriters in the world. “... fix my problem,” she finishes. 


“Isn't it plain to see?” Enoshima imitates her, and even shifts her 
weight and posture before clearing her throat. The next sentences 
sound almost exactly like Shirogane. “People can have fun while 
working. Even us 'celebrities'. In this dull, boring world, the people look 
up to their idols for what they do, not who they are. They see a name, 
not a person and their brains connect the dots. 'Tsumugi Shirogane 
writes Danganronpa. 'Junko Enoshima joined Team Danganronpa after 
her debut as the original Ultimate Despair. It’s our actions that change 
the world, not us.” 


“No, that’s wrong!” Despite switching her voice to sound like the 
other's, Tsumugi enters protagonist mode. “Society is cruel, but we're 
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well-known for who we are! | feel the pain of everyone who’s died in 
the series and that won’t be for nothing!” The people around them start 
to stare and mumble. Tsumugi and Junko seemed immersed in their... 
roleplay, arguing about hope and despair. 


“The people- the audience- want hope or despair to win and both 
intersect with one another!” 


“Despair is definitely the better choice, though. Hope is easy with 
its ‘why don’t you overcome that despair?’ attitude! There are more 
reasons to lose hope and there isn’t a specific line to cause people to 
fall into despair!!” 


“It’s a cycle,’ Junko breathes, her voice shaking. That’s what 
Shirogane thinks of this... topic, this genre. It can never really end so 
she can’t stop either. 


“Now you get it,” Tsumugi smiles softly. She'd touch the girl's 
shoulder if both of them weren't drowning in outfits to choose from. 
She looks past Junko's pigtails (have they grown?) and to the strangers 
behindthem. Mostwereannoyed and glared atthem becausetherooms 
are empty now. Some were listening in on the two's little debate and 
were confused. What they said snapped Junko out of her thoughts. 


“Wait though. Who is who?” 

“It’s like their personalities were switching.” 

“Maybe theirsouls were trying to choose whether ornot о possess-” 
“Oh stop it, Hanako!” 


Junko and Tsumugi look at each other, both thinking the same 
thing. 


That would make the best class trial ever. 
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“Let's get our cosplay on!” Junko exclaims, dropping her clothes 
onto Tsumugi's pile like discarded scraps. The weight almost becomes 
too heavy for her arms but the blue-haired girl manages as Enoshima 
gives her a tour of the smallest part of the store. Each door had a 
number on the outside of it and a lock on the inside. 


All the changing rooms had cleared and the girls each went into 
one. Junko walked into number six in the right corner near the back 
mirror, and across from Tsumugi whose room was five. I'll admit it, 
Junko thinks, catching Tsumugi before she forgets to give the clothes 
back. Body swapping is kinda iffy- not the most stable choice. That's 
why we're going to test it out on customers.... If Shirogane lets me have 
a little more fun. 


She takes a look at each shirt, dress, skirt, and shorts to carefully 
evaluate them. A white sweater with a checkered stripe on the chest 
from the Ultimate Getaway Driver, a torn-up purple skirt with guotes 
from famous books embroidered on it from the Ultimate Literary Girl... 
The list went on and on, but it was nothing like what Junko expected. 
There was no particular order or style to the clothes until she sorted 
them out. Then there was a French-chic outfit made of a sweater, a 
yellow beret, and a long yellow pleated skirt that matched it. She also 
had the options of a sea green ball gown with white gloves and a pearl 
necklace that perfectly fit her. Or there was a lime crop top with flowers 
and vines all over it plus pink shorts and a denim jacket with flower 
pins on the pockets. 


“Shirogane-san's secret fashion sense rocks,” Junko says to herself, 
looking at all the clothing. “But I think this one is the best!” Picking 


өө ез CD €D GED 


up a navy blazer, she smiles mischievously. “After all, she’s supposed 
to be ‘plain’ or whatever.” A glint of excitement in her eyes, she starts 
changing. 


It was easy to manipulate the cashier into not calling security on 
them, but just walking around and acting like one another wouldn't 
get attention from people. They need to go all out with this. 


“I can't believe you're wearing my uniform,” Tsumugi mutters as if 
she weren't dressed as the Ultimate Despair. 


“Anything to make this more convincing!” She says, winking. The 
two exit the changing rooms and start putting all the extra clothes 
back. “So we'll do a skit where we're fighting about something. Let 
your imagination go wild., I'll pay for most of the damages.” 


“Can I switch between your personalities?!” 


“Of course! Just change back to yourself on my cue.” Junko finger- 
guns the other girl, realizing their hands аге already empty. “It’s 
improv, so let’s begin!” 


Junko (as Tsumugi) sighs, wandering around an aisle full of prom 
dresses. She sees a girl near the middle and slowly approaches her. 
The girl has long black hair and emerald eyes. Pretty. Passing her, she 
sighs again. Annoyingly loud. 


“Um, can | help you..?” Tthe girl asks, turning to Junko. 


“Oh no, no...” Junko makes sure her glasses are on right before 
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speaking. Her voice is flawless. Putting a hand on her cheek, she smiles 
bitterly. “My friend, Enoshima-san, ditched m-” 
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“Shirogane-saaaaaan!!” Tsumugi practically screeches, her voice 
not wavering as she runs their way. A perfect imitation. “Don't spread 
lies. You ditched me! Poor Junko-chan was weft all awone!” Puffing 
her bottom lip out as she stops, the girl stares at them confused but 
somehow curious. 


“Well, I actually think we both ditched each other.” 
“Pfft, how so?” 


“You left the original goal behind and dragged me here, goofing off, 
while I was struggling to get work done.” 


“And then you left me for your fantasy world full of fanfiction...” 


“Listen, Рт sorry about that. But | have my reasons, right? Don't 
you?” They turn to the girl between them. 


“Um...” She was obviously weirded out, but she wasn't leaving. 
Junko took it as a sign of entertainment. “... Do you need someone to 
roleplay with?” 


“What?” the two say in unison, both starting to look as confused as 
her. 


“This is some kind of... Danganronpa roleplay, right?” 


“Oooooooh, are you a fan?” Tsumugi gushes, her voice cracking 
and returning to normal. “Whats your favorite season?? Favorite 
character??? Who looks the most interesting in Season 53’s trailer?? | 
bet it’s-” 


“Calm down!”Junko drops her act along with the crappy glasses 
she was wearing. “Everyone here has at least heard of Danganronpa, 
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that doesn't mean she's as obsessed as you, Shirogane.” 
“Enoshima, you can be so oblivious of-” 


“Wait!” The black-haired girl shouts, throwing her hands in between 
them. “Enoshima-san..?” A pause as she looks towards Tsumugi. 
“Shirogane-san..?” AglanceatJunko, whowasreadytotakehercontacts 
out and leave. 


“You've got it wrong,” she says, smirking as she pulls a strand of 
(fake) blue hair behind her ear. “This accent can only belong to the 
actual Junko Enoshima!!” 


Taking the bear hairpins out of her wig, Tsumugi lets the pink hair 
flow down. “Sorry for deceiving you. It was a... social experiment, 


that- I'll admit- we should’ve put more thought into.” The two give 
her sweet smiles, and she lowers her guard. “Want an autograph or 
something as an apology?” 


The girl smiles brightly. She seemed to be around 18, when they 
started working for Danganronpa. “Sure! Thatll—” 


Crash!!! 


“Eeeeeek!!” She suddenly shrieks as Junko “accidentally” knocks a 
dress rack on top of her. She could’ve sworn she heard the girl cursing 
under the fake jewels and pastel colors, but the strawberry blonde 
had already tossed her wig on top of the wreck and started running, 
dragging Tsumugi along for the ride. 


“Wh-why did you do that?!” the writer cries, tripping an alarm- they 
should’ve bought the clothes first. “That girl’s probably hurt!” Despite 
swiping her wrist away, she follows Junko. The cashier sighs as two or 
three mall workers chase after them. 


Pushing and squeezing between people, Junko cackles. “I've never 
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signed an autograph in my life, and that won't start now!!” 
There was a familiar hint of... ecstasy, in her voice. 


Tsumugi almost smiles, but settles on a giggle as some people near 
the entrance part for the running girls. When they exit, the employees 
watch from the automatic doors- it's not their problem anymore. 


“I found it,” she whispers as Junko starts the engine of her pink 
Сад ас. Focusing on the road, they leave the parking lot. “The perfect 
ending.” 


“Oh, really? I never knew you could do it,” the bright-eyed girl 
responds sarcastically. “So, what's the cause of death?” 


“This might sound like copying you, but what if the victim was 
crushed?” 


“Ha,” Junko chuckles, pressing on the gas as they enter a highway. 
“That'll be fun to mess around with. Especially with the 'who is who?' 
thing added in!” Looking at Tsumugi's costume in the reflection, she 
gasps. “Ohmigod! I have the perfect nickname for youl!” 


Putting an elbow on the windowsill and looking out, she says, 
“What? Plain Jane?” 


“No, you're not plain at all!” Shirogane's eyes widen and she 
presses her lips together. As far as Junko has known her, this was the 
first time anyone's said that to her. And there wasn't a hint of lying in 
her expression or tone. Smirking at the reaction, she says, “How about 
the Cosplaycat Killer?” 


Tsumugi could only nod as the sun shines on the girl next to her, 
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bright and fun, unlike herself, who blends into the background, yet-- 
“That’s not a bad idea.” 


“I madeit, soobviously not!” Junko smiles. Things didn’t go quite as 
planned, but her goal was accomplished. She is the original Ultimate 
Despair, after all. 


| got Tsumugi Shirogane to loosen up and learn to like herself for 
who she 15, not what this world makes her out to be. 


Written by Ally 


“Jeez, it must De so пісе to be out in the open like that...” Hajime 
mumbled to himself, his face buried in the latest edition of his favorite 
fashion magazine line: 7he Despairful Bulletin. Where and why they 
chose a title for a magazine that had nothing to do with despair was 
beyond him and anyone else who read it, but just like many others, he 
flipped through the magazine to envy Junko's ability to be so carefree 
with her style and herself overall. Seeing her show off her outrageously 
unpredictable personality; her out-of-the-ordinary fashion sense; her 
out and loud pride; it all caused Hajime to slightly stir and tick with 
jealousy inside, for he secretly wished he could have even just a quarter 
of her bravery and confidence. He would never admit it though. He 
sighed, for he knew that day would nevercome. 


Or at least, that’s what he initially thought up until that very fateful 
moment. 


He was too absorbedinhis magazine toeven hear the approaching 
sound of platform boots hitting against the sidewalk, and it wasn’t 
until his magazine was forced down by a person’s hand that he looked 
up and saw who was standing in front of him. 


“Oh my gosh, | have yet another fan?! | never thought | was this 
famous, but | guess | really do apply to all kinds of people. I'm 
spreading like a damn plague, and this one’s a killer, but in the best 
way possible! I'm absolutely lovin’ it!” 


“Y-You... you're...” Hajime said, too stunned to form proper 
sentences, his thumbs digging into the thin magazine pages. 
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“No need to point out the obvious, but just for the sake 
of whatever audience is out there, I'll go ahead and happily give out 
the famous Enoshima Introduction myself! Keep your eyes peeled 
like bananas and your ears open like pickle jars, because guess who? 
That's right! The one and only Junko Enoshima themself is finally here, 
standing right in front of you!” Junko proudly said, crossing her arms 
while showing two 'rock-on' hand gestures with both of her hands. 


Rainbow platform boots were paired up with a puffy tiered 
pansexual pridecoloredskirtthat wentdown to Junko’s knees. Shewore 
a pair of thigh-high stockings, her right one being in the pansexual 
pride colors, and her left one being in the aromantic pride colors. Her 
black crop top showcased an aromantic-colored heart with the words, 
“No Romo!”, scribbled in a cursive font and bloated with forest green 
coloring. Her long, artificial nails were painted in the aromantic pride 
flag colors, and instead of her usual black-and-white bear pins, she 
wore a aromantic heart hairpin in her right pigtail, and a pansexual 
heart hairpin in her left pigtail. Kandi bracelets in a variety of bright 
colors and assortments covered both of her wrists, and she even had 
a rainbow ring on her left pinky. If her entire outfit didn’t say anything, 
then her personality and attitude would do the job for you. 


“Y-You're... actually... y-you're actually her?! You're the Junko 
Enoshima?!” Hajime exclaimed in shock, glancing back and forth 
between his magazine and the high school fashionista in front of 
him. The answer was obvious, but the immense shock caused him to 
guestion that regardless. 


“Heck yeah, I flippin’ am! I'm coming at ya with full-on 3D action, 
baby! Not to mention that Рт pumped with rock п roll energy and 
overflowing pride, yeeaaah!” Junko laughed in an almost maniacal 
way, her laughter grabbing the attention of those who were walking 


by. She paid no mind to them though; she could care less about them. 
If anything, it was almost like they didn’t even exist to her. 


“Huh. You’re... way more energetic than | assumed you were from 
the magazines.” 


“Dang, ouch, talk about a spear through the heart; maybe even a 
couple! You should know better than to give your full trust and belief 
to those damn liars anyway; their fingers are only good for using 
Photoshop or typing out lies. But nevermind that. You have a problem 
with my energy, normie?!” 


“N-Normie’?” 


“You heard me, didn’t you? Don’t make me repeat myself, peasant, 
for this queen doesn’t have the time nor tolerance for any of that!” 
Junko conveniently pulled out a royal crown to place on top of her 
head, chuckling as she placed her hands on her hips. Where that crown 
came from was unbeknownst to him. 


Hajime furrowed his eyebrows seeing the idol he secretly admired 
act so odd. Granted, he was already aware of how outrageous she 
could be, but the more she acted out the more he contemplated 
if he should start looking up to other idols instead. How she acted 
in-person compared to how magazines made her out to be were two 
different experiences. It wasn't that the magazines completely lied; it 
was just different seeing it for yourself in real time. 


“Awwww, don't give me such a swour look, swir!” The crown was 
magically gone, and now Junko's expression was the exact definition 
of ‘kawaii’ with her cutesy tone making the whole act a complete set. 
“I was only just pwaying, swilly!” 


“R-Right... a-anyway, what are you doing here? A-And what's your 
deal with someone like me?” 
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“Dang, already digging towards the questions? The least you 
can do is give me your name and a new car! Well, maybe not the car; | 
already have too many of those, but a name would be nice.” 


“I'm Hajime Hinata.” 


“Ohhh, so you’re the mysterious type! A lure like that is bound to 
grab the attention of all kinds of fish and people. Well, truth be told, 
your introduction was actually useless, because | know exactly who 
you are!” 


“Y-You do?” Warmth hued Hajime’s cheeks; he was flustered at the 
idea that a celebrity knew who he, some average high school guy, was. 


“Heck yeah, | do! That white-haired freak of flippin’ nature talks 
about ya like a cat lady when it comes to her fifty-three cats!” Junko 
giggled, grinning and blushing as if she just revealed some spicy 
gossip. 


“O-Oh, how... flattering?” Hajime said, the warmth disappearing just 
as quickly. 


“Listen kiddo, Рт gonna be real frank with you here,” Junko was 
suddenly wearing thin glasses and holding a clipboard and a pen, with 
her pigtails now in a high ponytail instead. “You have some issues that 
you may be able to hide from others, but you cannot hide ‘em from 
me. | could go into further detail about what | specifically mean, but | 
would rather not waste any more time. To sum it up, you’re ashamed 
of who you are as a person, and you’ve been too much of a scaredy cat 
to show some of your pride.” 


“H-Huh?! Wh-What’s that supposed to mean?” 


“Waahh, don’t lash out at me like that!” Crocodile tears 
immediately bursted from Junko’s eyes, with her holding her hands 


up to themina feeble attempt to stop the waterworks. “Don’t you 
know that honesty is the best policy? You’re acting like me being 
honest is a crime when the only crime being committed here is you 
being a huge jerk!” 

“Wh-Whoa, hey, hey! L-Look, l-l'm sorry. J-Just stop crying, 
o-okay?” Hajime attempted to reassure her, not sure if he should keep 
trying or if he should just lay low and let her do her thing. He wasn’t 
exactly the best at comforting someone, especially if they were sad or 


crying. 
“I won't stop crying! No! Never! Nuh-uh! Not until you accept the 


cold, hard truth! You know exactly what I'm talking about, so stop 
acting like a big meanie!” 


“What? Why, you--” HaJime gritted his teeth in frustration, feeling 
like he was handling a toddler who was having a temper tantrum. He 
soon figured that it would prove to be easier if he just went along with 
Junko's crazy antics; fighting back against them would only prove to 
be more time-consuming and annoying. With a heavy sigh, he said, “All 
right, fine! Fine, fine, I accept the truth! There. Are you happy now?” 


Junko sniffled, and her tears instantly stopped. A wide smile soon 
took over, and she was back to her ‘original’ self. “Heck yeah, | am! 
We've managed to get one foot in; now we gotta get the other one in!” 


“And... how do you plan on doing that exactly?” 


“By helping you come out of your tsundere shell a bit, duh! It's 
pretty dang obvious that you're a total introvert, and a stubborn 
one atthat. Ha, I gotta say, you should consider yourself lucky that 
I'm devoting my time to helping you out when I could be spending it 
elsewhere, like at the mall or ice cream parlor!” 


“| prefer to keep to myself and myself only. Is there really anything 


D © вене O © o ев GED 11 © o 

== CHD ев o ек GEB = CHD ев © ED GEB 
саноо ез CD €D CHD Ally б 'ee э CD «ир пз 
aa) CD GED = = > Gas E [ST 


wrong with that?” 


“Not entirely, but unlike some, | can tell that you actually wanna 
step out of your comfort zone a bit! If there's one of many things that 
you and a crap ton of my other fans have in common, it's that you guys 
wanna be confident and out there in the world in your own, preferred 
way. Just like me, haha!” 

“Tch,” Like a little kid whose hand had been caughtin the cookie jar, 
Hajime didn't have anything else to say as a solid rebuttal. He found 
himself in the corner and felt like there was no other way he could 
sguirm his way out of it. Sighing in defeat, he gave in and declared 
that this is the day where he sells whatever dignity he has left to some 
insane fashion idol. “All right, f-fine, you caught me. Good for you. | 
don't wanna go all-out like you though. I personally wanna be more... 
basic about it, if that makes any sense.” 


“That makes complete and total sense. Besides, I'd rather there be 
only one crazy out-and-loud proud fashion model; having to deal with 
competition is so boring and such a pain, too! Very well then, Habime 
Transnata. Let us venture forth into getting you to be proud of your 
true self, one step at a time!” 


“H-How do you--?!” Најте guickly looked around them, making 
sure no one was listening (there was barely anyone around in the first 
place) before he continued in a more hushed tone. “How do you even 
know when you've never spoken to me?” 


“I heard from the grapevine, silly! Don't worry, you're not the only 
one with a nickname. There's Matransko Naegbi, there's--” 


“I don't need examples! Can we just please get this over with?” 


“Jeez, fine!” Junko grabbed Hajime by his wrist before practically 
dragging him to a nearby mall. “I know the perfect place for a little 


guppy like you!” 


“Basic, basic, basic... I should've figured that you wanted to go 
basic! I mean, look at you. You got ‘basic’ written all flippin’ over!” 


“L-Look, | didn’t come here to get insulted on what | wear; | came 
here because | decided to actually put my trust into the hands of--” 


“The Junko Enoshima, baby! | know, | know, you still can’t believe 
it. No need to pinch yourself though, for this is one-thousand percent 
real! That and pinching yourself is unnecessarily painful. Now, take a 
seat and watch me show you all that "ме gathered for you to try out!” 


Taking a seat on the tacky, stiff cushioned bench, Hajime watched 
Junko happily spread what she had picked outforhim totryon. Besides 
the one transgender pride colored button-up shirt and the pair of 
bisexual pride colored sneakers, the rest that she had chosen were 
accessories, which was fine by Hajime. He kind of found it nice that 
Junko listened to his desire to keep things plain and simple in terms 


of representation. 


“So? Whatddya think? Please, please, hold your applause until the 
end of today’s show!” Junko briefly wore the royal crown before 
swiftly putting it away somewhere on her. “| suggest trying on the 
shirt and sneakers first before giving any of the accessories a shot. If 
that’s personally too much for ya, just let me know and 1 take care of 
it. We can just strictly stick to the accessories and other small bits if 
that’s the case, okay?” 


“Ah, o-okay.” Hajime was а bit taken aback by the sudden 
mellowness of Junko but he took it with a grain of salt. Taking the 
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button-up shirt and sneakers, he entered one of the dressing rooms 
to try them both on. He observes himself in the mirror while slipping 
off his classic white button-up, noticing the way his white chest binder 
tightly hugs around his chest and flattens it accordingly. It took him 
months just to save up money to buy one and it took another month 
just to find the right one. It was worth it once he did. He remembered 
the overwhelming amount of joy when he received it in the mail and 
tried it on for the first time. Yet he also remembered the overwhelming 
amount of gender dysphoria before then, as well as the second 
guessing and contemplating on who he could come out to and /f he 
should come out. His friends may have given him the acceptance and 
love he wanted and desired once he came out, but һе still couldn't 
help but wonder. 


“Hey, what's taking you so dang long?! Did you end up teleporting 
to another planet or something?!” Junko's booming voice cut through 
his train of thought. 


“S-Sorry! I was just... thinking, that's all,” Hajime didn't waste any 
more time, as he slipped on and buttoned up the trans-colored shirt 
with ease. Seeing that his binder didn't show through his shirt, he 
smiled with relief as he changed his sneakers, slipping the bi-colored 
ones on and tying them. He adjusted the collar of his shirt before 
unlocking and opening the dressing room door, earning an instant 
reaction from the idol. 


“Oh my gosh, just look at you! It only seemed like five minutes ago 
that you looked boring and self-conscious. But now? Dang, you're 
halfway to being a decent fashion model! See, thisis why I should and 
will own a fashion school one day. I'll try to remember you when I'm 
even more famous, don't worry,” Junko blathered on, before suddenly 
pulling out the signature glasses, pen and clipboard, her hair back to 
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being in a high ponytail. “Alas, by the end of the day, it’s the client’s 
thoughts and feelings that truly matter the most. Therefore, | am all 
ears. What’s your verdict here?” 


“U-Um, well...” Despite it just being the two of them, Hajime 
felt the spotlight shine on him. The shirt and sneakers weren’t too 
bright and out there, but they still satisfied him with what their colors 
symbolized. It was enough for him, but he could only see himself 
wearing any of the two occasionally. “I genuinely like the shirt and 
sneakers. I'll actually wear them... but I think | still prefer wearing an 
accessory or two over this. The shirt and sneakers are something I'd 
wear every once in a while.” 


“Hahaha, | freaking knew it! Point one for the Junko Enoshima!” 
Junko's tongue hung out as she cackled and did her 'rock-on' hand 
signs again. “That's totes fine! Let us proceed with the other stuff that 
| picked out for you!” 


It didn't take too long for them to go through all of the accessories 
that Junko had picked out for Hajime. After all, they were just 
accessories; it barely took five to ten seconds to tie a tie or to slip on 
some bracelets. It took around ten minutes for Hajime to go through 
all of the accessories and to pick out the ones he definitely wanted to 
keep and wear. In the end, with the addition of the shirt and sneakers, 
he picked out a trans-colored striped tie, a bi-colored striped tie, a 
few bracelets with the transgender and bisexual colors, some trans- 


colored shoelaces and some bi-colored shoelaces. 


“Um, don't we need to pay Тог this stuff?” Hajime questioned, 
seeing Junko casually bag everything without hesitation. 
“Jeez, how dense are you? These people know me like the back of 


their hand; they always let me get stuff for free,” Junko handed Hajime 
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his bag full of his new pride-themed stuff. “After all, they're still here all 
thanks to me” 


“All thanks to you?” Hajime paused to think as they walked through 
the mall before remembering something crucial. “Wait, didn't you 
partner up with a bunch of clothing lines at some point a few months 
ago?” 


“Awwww, so you do rwemember the sweet twings that | did fwor 
those people!” Junko gushed, giggling a bit before immediately 
ditching the 'kawaii' facade. “Yeah, I practically saved some of them 
from debt. I'm both an idol and a lifesaver, fufufu!” 


“I recall you doing that. That... was honestly pretty thoughtful of 
you” 


“Oi, cheap flattery won't get you anywhere, Habime! Save that for 
when you're the protagonist and I'm the mastermind in some alternate 
universe, okay?” 


“U-Um, okay?” 


The two exited the mall and stood on the sidewalk. Considering it 
was summer, the sun was still out and the sky was still blue, but the 
actual time brought them back to reality and told them otherwise. 


“So, it’s honestly fine if we never speak after this. I'm just some 
average guy with no talent. At the very least I wanna say... thank you 
for this experience. It... probably doesn't mean much to you, a-and 
that's fine. But... I'd be lying if I said that | didn’t enjoy doing this.” 


“Wow. You're so disgustingly cheesy!” Junko pointed out. “But | 
guessit doesn't hurt to saythankyou anyway. You're not as boring 
as I assumed you would be, so consider yourself lucky that I even 
helped you out in the first place!” 


“I do,” Hajime bluntly said. “| really do.” 


Junko playfully scoffed and flicked Hajime's forehead, earning a 
reasonable reaction out of him. 


“You're so weird. You're beyond average, but not because you're, 
like, talented or anything but because you're Just weird.” 


“Well, I suppose that's the best compliment l'm gonna get out of 
you.” 


“Hell yeah! It’s the all-time best! Now, get your flat butt home before 
your mama and papa get on it with their complaining!” 


“Aha, right. You, um, take care.” 


“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” Junko turned around and waved her hand. 
“Take care too, loser.” 


She started to walk off, and seeing it would do him no good to just 
stand there and watch, he turned on his heel and began to walk home 
when a voice made him stop in his tracks. 


“Oi, loser!” 
He glanced back at the idol, who had also stopped walking. 


“If you want a good binder, see me after school tomorrow! I'll hook 
you up with a few... but only if I'm in a good mood by then!” 


Hajime chuckled. “R-Right. I'll keep that in mind.” 


With that the two officially departed and began walking home, 
with both surprisingly satisfied with how today turned out. 
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ENOSHIMA INSIDER is a 
THANK digital Danganronpa fanzine 
showcasing the wonderful 
wardrobe of Junko Enoshima, the 
YOU! Ultimate Fashionista! 
o 


Thank you so much for supporting 
this zine and our wonderful 
creators! 


This zine is not affiliated with 


Danganronpa or Spike Chunsoft, 
and falls under fair use. All works 
in the zine belong to their 
respective credited owners. Please 
do not resell or distribute this 
copy of the zine. Thank you! 


Stay fashionable! 
The ENOSHIMA INSIDER Team 
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